or AL. 


62 
LP 


9 * 


* 
* 


.. * 
„ 
= 


— 
* 1 
a * 


EAT RE R 


bY X 
* 


8 "OY ; ; : 
* n 5 -- ,- ow = „ 


. 
* 


* 
24 
be "I. 7 
rn... 
5 
* 


By Ar. A BRAHAM Cowr E v. 


2 — 


— 


ee AL * 


the Corner of C 
zDCC,xuLIX, 


9 


wv 


on Cre Hill, M | 


% 


James EsDaALL, 


by 
per- Alley, 


Priated 


Dramatis perſbnæ. 


MEN. 
% OL ONEL JOLLY, | 
| C a Gentleman whoſe 5 N 1. Sranzs. 


tate was confiſcated in the late 
Troubles. 


. 
ing Fellow ut the Town, : 

— mene > Mr, MackLix. 
lonel in the King's Army. | 
WORM, his Companion, and ? 


 ſach another Fellow, pretend- 4 Mr. BarkincToP, 
ing to have been a Captain. 


3 Mr. PUNY, a young, rich, 


briſk Fop, pretending to ex- : 
traordinary Wit, Suiter to Mrs. Mr bes. 


Lucia. 
Mr. TRUMAN, Senior, an 
_ - old, teſty, covetous Gentleman. 
Mr. TRUMAN, Junior, his 
Son, in Love with Mrs. Lucia. : Mr. Ross. 
Mr. SOAKER, * * 


4 Mr. Monts. 


Deacon. 
5 Several Servants. 
WOM E N. 
My. AURELIA, Daugh- 
ter to Colonel Folly. 8 Mrs. Bland. 


Mrs. LUCIA, Neice to Co- 7 
lonel Fell, left to his Tuition. 
Mrz. BAREBOTTLE, a 
Soap boiler's Widow, who had ( 
bought 7e/h's Eſtate, a pre- Airs Mack 9855 
tended Saint. | 
Mrs. TABITHA, f 
to Mrs. Bareboettle. ; * mer. 
Mis. JANE, Mrs. Lucia's 
Maid, a little laughing Fop. 8 Mi hatches 
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PROLOGUE. | 


AS when the Midland Sea is no where clear 
7 From dreadful Fleets of Tunis and Argier, | 
3 Which coaft about, to all they meet with Foes, 
Anden which nought can be got but Blows, 
The Merchant. ſpips ſo much their Paſſage doubt, 
That, the full-freighted, none dares venture out, 
And Trade decays, and Scarcity enſues : 
Juſt fo the timo rous Wits of late refuſe, 
Tho' laded, to put forth upon the Stage, 
Afrighted by the Criticks of this Age. 
| {t is a Party num'rous, watchful, bold; = 
They can from nought, which ſails in ſight, ewith- hold. 
Nor do their cheap, tho mortal, Thunder ſpare ; 
{ T hey ſhoot, alas, with Wind-Guns, charg d with Air. 
But yet, Gentlemen Criticks of Argier, | 
For your oaun Int re I'd adviſe ye here, 5 
To let this little forlorn Hope go by, 5 
"llery.) 


Safe and untouch d. That muſt not be (you 
FH je be awije, it muſt; Tl tell ye why. 

, There are 7, 8, 9, —flay— there are behind | 

i Ten Plays at leaſt, which wait but for a Wind, 

a And the glad News that aue the Enemy miſs; 
And thoſe are all zour own, if you ſpare this. 
Some are but new trimm'd up, others quite New, 
Some by known Shipaurigbes built, and others too 
By that great Author made, who-eer he be, 

That ſtiles himſelf Perſon of Quality. 
All theſe, if we miſ-carry here To-Day. 5 | 
Will rather till they rot in th Harbour ftay. 4 
Nay, they auill back again, tho" they were come if 
Ew'n to their laſt ſafe Road, the Hring room. 
| Therefore again 1 ſay, Z cc: 
Tet this for once paſe free, let it juffice - „ 
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That we, your Sov'reign Pow'r here to avow, 
Thus humbly & tr wwe paſi, firike Sail to you. 


Added at Court. 


 C'T AY, Gentlemen; what 1 have ſaid, was all * 
But forc'd Submiſſion, which I now recall. - 
Te're all but Pirates now again; for here 

Does the true Sow'reign of the Seas appear, * 

The ov reign of theſe narrow Seas of Wit; | 

3 Jis bis own Thames; he knows and governs it, 

*Tis his Dominion, and Domain ; as 5 
Pleaſes, tis either Shut to us, or Free. 
Not only if his Paſs-port awe obtain, 
DW. fear no little Rowers of the Main : 
But if our Neptune his calm Viſage bow, .) I 
= No Wave ſhall dare to Riſe, or Wind to Nloav. 


7. Dramatis 
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Coleman-Street. 


ACT l SCENE i 


Enter Truman Junior, Abe. 


1 I O W hard, alas, is that young Lover's 
| Fate, 
Who has a Father covetous and hole. 


rick ! 
What has he made me ſwear? 


I dare not think upon the Oath, left I ſhould keep it it— 


Never to ſee my Miſtreſs more, or hear her ſpeak 


Without his Leave ; and farewel then the Uſe of Eyes 
and Ears: | 


"ha all this Wickedneſs l ſubmitted to, : 


For fear of being diſi-herited ; 


= For ſear of n Dit and Droſs, I loſe 
My Miſtreſs ----- There's a Lover! Fitter much 
For Hell, than thouſand Perjuries could make him. 


Fit to be made th' Þ xzmple which all Women | 
Should reproich Men wich, when themſelyes grow falſe; 
Yet ſhe, the good and charitable Lucia, 
With ſuch a Bounty az hath only been 


Practic'd by Heav'n, and K. 'ngs inipir'd from thence, 


Forgives ſti:l, and {till loves h er perjur'd Rebel. 


I' to my Father ſtrait, and wear to him 


Ten theuſand Oaths, ne'er to obierve hat wicked one 
Whieh he has evtocted from me — lere he comes; 


And my weak Heart, alteady us d to Falſhood, 
Begins to waver. 


A. ᷣ ü 


CUTTER of Coleman- Street. 
SCENE II. 
Truman Senior, and Truman Junior. 


| Trum. ſen. Well, Dick, you know what you ſwore 
to me yeſterday, and ſolemnly. | 
- I ha' been conſidering, and conſidering all Night, 
_ for your good; and methinks, ſuppoſing I were 

young Man again, and the Caſe my own (for I love 
10 'be juſt in all things) methinks tis hard for a young 
Man, I ſay, 4 been a Lover, ſo long as you ha 
been, to break off on a ſudden. Am 1 in the right or 
no, Dick ? Do you mark me ? 
Trum. jun. Hard, Sir! 'tis harder a any 
Death prolong'd by Tortures. 
 Trum. ſen. Why ſo I thought; and therefore out 0 
my Care for your Eaſe, I have hit upon an Expedient, 
that I think will ſalve the matter 
Trum. jun. And I will thank you for i it more, Sir, 
than for the Life you gave me. | 
Trum. ſen. Why! well ſaid, Dick, and I am g'ad 
_— all my Heart I thought upon't ; in brief, tis this, 
Diet 3 - | 
I ba- found out another Miſtreſs "A you. 

Trum. jun. Another? Heav'n forbid, Sir! 

Trum len. Ay; another, Good-man Jack Sawce ; 
marry come up; wo'nt one of my chuſing ſerve your 
turn, as well as one of your own? ſure I am the older 
Man, Jack Sawce, and ſhould be the wiſer! 


Trum. jun. But Nature, Sir, that's wiſer chan all 
Mank ind, 


1s Miſtreſs in the Choice of our Affections. 

Affect ons are not rais'd from outward Reaſons, but 
— Sy mpathies. 

Trum. ſen. Very well, Dick, if you be a dutiful Son 
to me, you (hall have a good Eftate, and ſo has the ; 
There's Sympathy for you now; but J perceive you're 
hank'ri g fil after Mrs. Lucy N 

Do d ! foriwear your ſelf; do, damn your ſelf, 
and be a eggat too; tue. I would never undo my ſelf / 
by Fe:jury ; if | had + mind to go to Heli, Cromwell 
| ſov'sa mare men | ord tor't! ay, aud on: of his Coun- 
cil oo; 1 4 never be damnt'd for noching, for a Whim- 


wham 
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wham in a Coif But to be ſhort, the Perſon I deſign 
for you is Mrs. T abitha Barebettl., our Neighbour, the 
Widow's Daughter. What do you ſtart at, Sirrah ? Ay, 
Sirrah, Jack an-apes, if you ſtart when your Father 
| ſpeaks to u. 

Trum. jun You did not think her Father once, 1'm 
ſare, a fit Perſon for your Alliance, when he plunder d 
your Houſe in Hartfordſbire, and took away the very 
Hop poles, pretending they were Arms too. Z 

Trum. ſen. He was a very Rogue, that's the Truth 
on't, as to the Buſineſs between Man and Man; but 

as to God-ward he wasalways counted an upright Man, 
nd very devout. But that's al' one, I'm fure he'as 
rais'd a fine Eſtate out of Nothing, by his Induſtry in 
theſe Times: An' 1 had not been a Beaſt too but 
Heav'ns Will be done, I could not ha' don't with a 
good Conſcience Well, Di 4, I'll go talk with her 
Mother about this Matter, and examine fully what her 
Eſtate is, for unleſs it prove a good one, III tell you 
true, Dick, I'm of your Opinion, not to 1 ſuch a 

Rogue's Daughter. 

Trum. jun. I beſeech you, Sir—{Exit. Tram ſen, 
It is in vain to ſpeak to him 
Tho' I, to fave this Dunghill, an Eſtate, 

Have done a Crime like —_ 
Who have abjur'd their King for the lame Cauſe; | 
I will not yet, like them, purſue the Guilt, 
And in thy Place Lucia, my lawful Sov"reign, 
Set up a low and ſcandalous Uſurper! 
Enter Servant. | 
Ser. Tis well the old Man's juſt gone. There': 


Gentlewoman without, Sir, deſires to ſpeak one Word | 
with you. 5 


Trum. jun. With me? Who is't ? 


Ser. It ſhould be Mrs. Lucia by her Voice, Sir, but 
ſhe's veil'd all over. 


Will you pleaſe to ſee her, Sir? 


Tan. jun. Will I ſee her? Blockhead! 
Yes, go and kneel to her, 


And pray her to come in. [Exit. Serv. 


A 2 SCENE 


4 CUTTER of Coleman - Street. 
| SCENE III. 
Enter Lucia weil'd. 
Trum. jun. This is a Favour, Madam 
That I as little hop'd, as I am able. 
To thank you for it—— But why all this muffling ? 


Why a Diſguiſe, Deareſt, between us ? | 
Unleſs to encreaſe my Defire firſt, and then my Joy to 
2 
Thou caſt this ſubtle Night before thy Beauty. 
And now like one ſcorch'd with ſome raging Fever, 
| Upon whoſe Flames no Dew of Sleep has fall'n, 
I do begin to quarrel with the Darkneſs, 
And blame the ſlothful Riſing of the Morn; 
And with more Joy ſhall welcome it. than they 


| Whoſe icy Dwellings the cold Bear o'erlooks, 


When after half the Year's Winter and Night, 


Day andthe Spring at once ſalutes their Sight! 


Thus i it appears, that like thy matchleſs Beauty, 
[Offers 0 pull off vhe Veil. 
When this black Cloud is vaniſh'd. 

Why d'ye ſhrink back, my deareſt ? 

I pr * let me look a little upon thee: 
Fis all the Pleaſure Love has yet allow'd me, 
And more than Nature does in alt things elſe. 

At eaſt ſpeak to me; well may I call it Night. 
When Silence too thus j joins it ſelf with Darkneſs. 
Fa! I had quite forgot the curſed Oath I made — 
Piſh! What's an Oath forc'd from a Lover's Tongue? 

_ "Tis not recorded in Heav'n's dreadful Book, 
| But ſcatter'd looſely by the Breath that made it: 
Away with it; to make it was but a — 
To keep it were a Sin Dear Madam 
Ha! let's ſee this then firſt ! | 
[Offers again, but ſhe refuſes, aud gives him a Note. 
le reads] You know I have forgiven your unkind 

Oath to your Father, and ſhall never ſuffer you to be per- 
jar d. I come only to let you know the Phylician and the 

"Pothecary will ao this Morning what we propos'd; be 
ready at hand, if there ſhou'd be occaſion for your Preſence : 
dare mt ficy one Minu'e, Fare wel. 1 

Now 
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Now thouſand Angels wait upon it, Lucia, 

And thouſand Bleſſings upon all thou doſt. 

Let me but kiſs your Hand, and I'll diſmiſs you 

Ah cruel Father, when thou mad'ſt the Oath, 

Thou little thought'ſt that thou hadi left 
Such Bleſſings for me out of it. [ Exeunt. 

OC ENE IV. 


Enter Col. Jolly, in an Indian Goxwz, and Night-Cap 
with Will his Mun. 


Foll. Give 1 me the Pills ; ; and what ſaid the Dodor, 
6 
Will. He ſaid agreat Jeal, Sir, but I was not Doc- 
tor enough to underſtand half of it. | 

Foll. A Man may drink, he ſays, for all theſe Bau- 
bles? 
mill. He's ill advis'd if be give your Worſhip drink- 
ing Pills, for when you were drinking laſt together, a 
Fit took you to beat the Doctor, which your Worſhip 
told him was a new Diſeaſe. 
Fall. He was drunk then himſelf firſt, and ſpoke 
falſe Latin, which becomes a Doctor worie than a beat- 
ing. He does not remember that, I hope, now. 

Vill. | think he does, Sir, for he ſays the Pills are 
to purge black Choler! 

Joll. Ay, Melancholy; I ſhall ha' need ot them then, 
for my old Purger of Melancho'y, Canary, will grow 
too dear for me ſhortly; my own Eſtate was fold for 
being with the King at Oxford. A Curſe upanan old 
Dunce that needs mutt be going to Oæſard at my Years! 
My good Neighbour, I thank him. Colonel Far- be- 
| Lord Barebottle, a Saint and a Soap boiler bought it; hut 
| he's dead, ard boiling now himſelf, that's the beſt of't; 
there's a Caval er's Comfort! If his damnable Wiſe now 
would marry me, it would return again, as I hope ail 
things will at laſt; ard even that tco were as bo-da 
Compoſition for one's own as ever was made at Hen 
daſpers Hail; but hang her, ſhe'l! ha' none o' me, unleſs 
| were rue Rich and Countertet diy; let her go 
to her flu-bind ; (fo mach for that —[ Tak a Pil 
I: doe rot go down fo glib as an Egg in Muſkadine) 
Now when my Neice's Portion too g es out o' my 
A3 Hande, 
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Hands, which I can keep but till a handſome Wench of 
eighteen pleaſes tomarry (a pitiful flender I enure, that's : 
the Truth on'r) I ha” nothing to do but to live by Plots q 
for the King, or at leaſt to be hang'd by em. (Se go 
thou too) [Takes the two other Pills.) Well, ſomething 
muſtbe done, unleſs a Man could get Gems by drink - . 
ing, or, like a Mouſe i in a Cheeſe, make himſelf a 
Houſe by eating. 5 

Wil. Did you ſend for Colonel Cutter and Captain 
Worm, to come and keep me Company this Morning 
that I take Phyſick ? They'll be loth to come to Day, 
there's ſo little hope o' drinking here. 5 

NPiill. They ſaid they would be here, Sir, before 
this time. | 
Some Morning's Draught, I believe, has intercepted 

— I could repent now heartily, but that *twould 
| look as if I were compell'd to it; and befides, if it 
1 mould draw me to Amendment, twould undo me now, 
ill ha” gotten ſomething. Tis a hard caſe to wrong 
my pretty Neice; but unleſs I get this wicked Widow, 
1 and my Daughter muſt ſtarve elſe ; and that's harder 
yet: Neceſſity is, as I take it, Frailty, and that will 
excuſe all Thing. O! Here they are! 
35 r 
Cal. Jolly, Col. Cutter, Capt. Worm. . ö 
Jill. Welcome! Men o' War, what News abroad 
ia Town? 
Cut. Brave News 3 faith, it arrived but Yeſterday by 
an [ri Prieſt, that came over in the Habit of a Fiſh- 
wiſe, a cunning Fellow, and a Man o' Bufineſs, he's to 
lye Lieger here for a whole Iris College beyond Sea, 
+ and do all their Affairs of State. The Captain ſpoke 
with him laſt Night at the Blue- Anchor ! | 
Zoll Well, and what ist? 

Morm. Why, Buſineſs is afloat again ; the King has 

muſter d five and twenty thouſand Men in Flanders, as 

tall Fellows as any are in Chriftendom. 
J A Pox upon you for a Couple of groſs Cheats ! 


I wonder from what Fools in what blind Corners you 
et à Dinner for chis Stuff. 


Cui. | 4 


under Black and White, and all in Cypher. 
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Cut, Nay, there's another News that's ſtranger yet, 
but that let the Captain anſwer e 

| Worm. I confeſs I ſhould ha' thought it very ridicu- 

lous, but that I ſaw it from a good Hand beyond Sea, 


Joll. O it can't miſs then; what may it be, pray . 
Wor. Why, that the Emperor of Mu/covy has pro- 
mis'd to land ten thouſand Bears in England to over-run 


the Country. ; 


Fall. Oh! that's in revenge of the late barbarous 
Murder of their Brethren here I warrant you. 
Cut. Why, Colonel, Things will come about again! 
We ſhall have another Bout for't! 
Foll. Why all this to a Friend that knows you? 
Where were thy former Bouts, I pr'ythee, Cutter ? 


Where didſt thou ever ſerve the King, and when? 


Cut. Why every where; and the laſt time at Force- 
fler. If | never ſerv'd him fince, the Fault's not mine; 
an' there had been any Action | | 

Foll. At Worceſter, Cutter? Pr'ythee how got'ſt thou 


thither? 


Cut. Why, as you and all other Gentlemen ſhould | 


ha' done; I carry'd him in a Troop of Reformado Of. 


ficers; moſt of them had been under my Command be- 
fore ! | 


Fil. Il be ſworn they were Reformado Tapfters 


then; but how got'ſt thou off? 5 
Cut. Why, as the King himſelf, and all the reſt of 


the great ones; in a Diſguiſe, if you'll needs know't. 


Wor. He's very cautious, Colonel, he *as kept it 


ever ſince. 


Foil. That's too long i'faith, Cutter, pr'ythee take 
one Diſguiſe now more at laſt, and put thy ſelf into the 
Habit of a Gentleman. es Rs 

Cut. I'll anſwer no more Pr'ythees ; Is this the Morn- 
:ng's- Draught you ſent for me too? 


Joll. No, I ha' better News for ye both, than ever 
ye had from a good [ri Hand; the Truth is I have a 
Plot for you, which if it take, ye ſhall no more make 
monſtrous Tales from Bruges to revive your ſinking 
Credits in loyal Ale houſes, nor inveigle into Taverns 
young Foremen of the Shop, or little beardleſs _—_— 
| | | | the 


leſt he ſhould forget it. 
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the Inns of Court, to drink to the Royal Family Para- 
bolically, and with bounci..g Oaths, like Cannon at 


every Health; nor upon ualucky failing Aſternoons take 


melancholy Turns in the Tempie Walks, and when you 


meet Acquaintance, cry, You wonder why your Law- 


yer ſtays ſo long, with a Pox io him. 
Wor. This Phyſick has ſtirr'd ill Humours in the Co- 
lone], would they were once well purg'd, and we a 


drinking again lovingly together as we were wont to do. 


Fell. Nor make heae leſ. Quarrels about the reckon- 
ing Time, and leave the Houſe in Confuſion ; nor when 
you go to bed produce ten ſeveral Snuff, to make up 
one poor Pipe o- Tobacco! | 


Cut. Would I bad one here now; I han't had my 
Morning Smoak yet, by this Day ? | Co 


Foll. Nor change your Names and Lodgings as often 
as a Whore; for as yet if ye liv'd like Tartars ina Cart 
(as I fear ye muſt die 1n one) your home could not be 
more uncer:ain. To Day at Wapping, and To-Morrow 
you appear again at Mill bank (like a Duck that dives 


at this End of the Pond, and riſes unexpectedly at the 


other) I do not think Pythagoras his Soul e'er chang'd 


ſo many D#ellings as you ha' done within theſe two. 
| Years. 5 | | 


Cut. Why, what then, Colonel ? Soldiers muſt re- 
move their Tents ſometimes ; Alexander the Great did 


it a thouſai:d Times. | 


Vir. Nine hundred, Cutter, you're but a Dunce in 
Story ; | | | 

But what's all this to th' Matter, Noble Colonel? 

You run a Wool gathering like a zealous Teacher; 


Where's the Uſe of Conſolation that you promis'd us? 


Foll. Why thou ſhalt have it, little Vorm, for theſe 


damn'd Pills begin to make me horrible fick, and are 


not like to allow of long Dig eſſions; Thus briefly 
then, as befits a Man in my Caſe! | 
When my Brother the Merchant went into 4frick, to 


follow his great Trade there 


Vir. How © Devi: could he foilow it? why he had 


quite loſt his Memory; 1 knew him when he was faia 


to carry his own Name ia Wiiting about him, for fear 


Jol. ; 
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Full. Oh his Man John, you know did all, yet ſtill 
he would go about with old Jabs, and thought if he did 
go, he did his Buſineſs himſelf ; well, when he went 
he left his Daughter with a Portion o' five thouſand 
Pounds to my Tuition, and if ſhe marry'd without my 
Conſen*®, ſhe was to have but a thouſand of it. When 
he was gone two Years, he dy'd 
Wr. He did a little forget himſelf methinks, when 
he left the Eſtate in your Hands, Colonel. 
Toll. Hold your Tongue, Capt. Coxcomb ; now the 
Caſe is this; ye ſhall give me a thouſand Pounds for my 
Intereſt and Favour in this Buſineſs, ſettle the reſt upon 
her and her Children, or me and mine, if ſhe ha' none 
(d'ye mark me? For I will not have one Penny of the 
Principle paſs through ſuch glewy Fingers) upon theſe 
Terms I'll marry her to one of you; always provided 
tho' that he whom ſhe ſhall chuſe (for ſhe ſhall have as 
fair a Choice as can be between two ſuch Fellows) ſhall 


gire me good Aſſurances of living afterwards like a Gen- 


tleman, as befits her Husband, and caſt off the r'other's 

Company. 

Cle. The Conditions may be admitted of, tho' if I 
have her, ſhe'll ha” no ill Bargain on't when the King 
comes home; but how, Colonel, if ſhe ſhould prove a 

- fooliſh fantaſtical Weach, and reſu e to — either of 

us? 

Foll. Why! Pa ſhe ſhall never ha- my Conſent to 
marry ary body; and ſhe'll be hang'd, I think, firſt 1 in 

the Friar's Robe, e' er ſhe turn Nun. | 

Mor. I'll be a Carthuftan an' ſhe do. | 

J.. If't were not for Chaſtity and Obedience, thou 
might'ſt beſo; their t'other Vow of never carrying any 
Money avout them, thou haſt kept from thy Youth * 
wards. | | 
Mor. I'll have hes. I'm the better Scholar; and 

we're both equal Soldiers, I'm ſu e. 

Cut. Thou, Captain Bcbadil ! What with that Em- 
ber. week Face o' thine? that Razor o' thy Noſe? thou 
look'ſt as if thou hadſt never been fed ſince thou ſuck'dſt 
thy Mother's Milk. Thy Cheeks begin to fall into thy 
Mouth, that thou might'ſt eat them. Why thou very 

Lath, wich a thing cut like a Face at top, and a Slit at 
bottom. 


ſee thee once in a 
Lane diſarm'd with one o the Pins? Alas, good Cutter“ 
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bottom. I am a Man ha''ſerv'd my King and Country, 


à Perfon of Honour, Dogbolt, and a Colonel. 
Wor, Yes, as Priefts are made now-a days, a Colonel 


made by thine own ſelf I muſt confeſs thus much o 


thy good Parts, thour't beholden to no body but thy 


ſelf for what thou art. Thou a Soldier? Did not I 
Quarrel at Nine pins behind Sodom- 


There's difference, as I take it, betwixt the clattering 


o' Swords and Quart-pots, the Effuſion of Blood and 
_ Claret Wine— 


Cut. (What a bragging little Cur's this 2) 
Weir. The Smoak of Guns and Tobacco 


thou? Haſt thou Scholarſhip enough to make a Brew- 
er's Clerk? Canſt thou read the Bible? I'm ſure thou 
haſt not ; canſt thou write more than thine own Name, 


and than in ſuch vile Characters, that moſt Men take 


'em for Arabian Pot-hooks! Doſt thou not live, 3 


in the Chmærian Darkneſs of Ignorance: 


Jell. Cymmerian, Captain, let it by Cymmerian 2 
Wor. Ay; I know ſome will have it ſo; but by 


this Light I always call't Chymearian / 


Cut. O brave Scholar! Has the Colonel caught you 
in falſe Latin, you Dunce you? You'd e'en as goo 


ſtick to your Captainſhip; and that you may thank me 


for, you ingrateful Pimp you, was not I the firſt that 


ever call'd you ſo; and ſaid you had ſerv'd ſtoutly in 


my Regiment at Newbury / 


Fell. Thy Regiment — Well! Leave your quar- 


relling, Baboons, and try your Fortunes fairly ? I begin 
to be very fick, I'il leave you, ald ſend in my Neice 


to entertain you: Upon my Life, if you quarrel any 


| more, as — Soldiers as you are, I'll ha” you caſhier d 6 


for ever out o this Garriſon o mine, look to't. 


Mor. Come, Cutter, we'd e en better play fair Play 
with one another, then loſe all to a third. Let's draw 
Cuts who ſhall accoſt her firſt when ſhe comes in, and 
the t'other void the Room for a little while. 


Cut. 


nor 
can you, Cutter, fight the better, becauſe you ha' beat 
nun old Bawd or a Drawer ; beſides, what Parts haſt 


[Exit Col. Jolly. 
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Cut. Agreed! You may thank the Colonel for com- 


ing off ſo eafily ; you know well enough I dare not of- 
fend him at ſuch a time as this! 


Wor. The longeſt firſt [Draws Lots 5 
Cut. Mine! Od's my Liſe! here ſhe is already! ) 


8 C ENI VI. 
Enter Lucia, to Cutter, and Worm, 
Luc. Not chuſe amiſs? Indeed I muſt do, Uncle. 
[To her ſelf at ber — 


If I ſhould chuſe again; eſpecially 


If I ſhould do't out of your Drinking Company. 


Tho' I have ſeen theſe Fellows here, I think, 


A hundred times, yet I ſo much deſpiſe 'em, 


- I never aſk'd their Names: But I muſt ſpeak to em now; 


My Uncle, Gentlemen, will wait upon you preſently 
again, and ſent me hither to deſire your Patience. 

Cut. Patience, Madam, will be no Virtue requiſite 
for us, whilſt you are pleas'd to ſtay bere : —- Ha, ha, 
Cutter ! that lit pretty yu faith for a beginning. 

[Worm yu. out. 

Lac. Is your Friend going, Sir? 

Cut. Friend, Madam? (I hope I ſhall be even 
with him preſently) he's a merry F cllow that your Un- 


cle and I divert ourſelves withal. 


Luc. What is he, pray, Sir? 
Cut. That's ſomething difficult to tell you, a ; 


But he has been all things. He was a Scholar once, 
and ſince a Merchant, but broke the fi:ſt half Year ; 
after that he ſerv'd a Juſtice o' Peace, and from thence 


turn'd a kind o' Sollicitor at Go/d/miths- Hall, he as a 
pretty Smattering too in Poe:ry, and would ha been my 


Lady Protedtreſs's Poet; he writ once a Copy in Praiſe 


of her Beauty, but her ighneſs gave him for it but an 
old Ha f- crown Piece in Gold, which ſhe had hoarded 


up before theie Troubles, and that diſcourag'd him from 


any further Applications to the Court Since that, he 
as been a lit le 4gitator of the Cavalier Party, and drew 
in one of the 'Prentices that were hang'd lately: He's a 

good ingenious Fellow, that's the Truth on't, anda 


| Pleaſant Droil when he as got a Cup o' Wine in his 


Pate, which your Uncle and L ſupply him with ; bu 
| or 


\ 


comes again, 
with you, Madam, or a Mioute, and wait upon you 
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for Matters that concern the King, neither of us truſt 
him. Not that I can ſay he as betray'd any Body, but 


he's ſo indigent a Varlet, that I'm afr. id he would ſell 
But, Madam, what a 
Pox ſhould we talk any more o' that Mole catcher ? 


his Soul to Oliver for a Noble. 


Now I'm out again em ſo us'd only to ranting 
Whores, that a modelt Gentlewoman puts me to the 


| Nonp us! 


Luc. Why. my Uncle recommended him to me, Sir, 


as a Perſon of Quiiiy, and cre of the ſame Condition 
with your ſelf, on y that you had been a Colonel o'Foot, 
and hea Captain of Horſe in his Majeſty's Service. 
Cut. You know your Uncle's drollir: g Humour, Ma- 

dam; he thought there was no Danger in the Raillery, 


and chat you'd quickly find out who he was: Here he 
[Eater Worm.] L'il leave him 


immediately, (I am at a Lois, and muſt recover my ſelf.) 


Captain, | ha' dealt better by you than you deſerv'd, 
and given you a high Character to her; ſee you do me 
right too, if there be occaſion 


- Pl: make bold tho' 


to hearken whether you do or no. 
[Exit Cutter, and fands at the Door. 


"Ws: Madam, my noble Friend your Uncle has been 
pleas'd to honour me ſo far with his good Op: nion, as 


to allow me the Liberty to kiſs your Hands. 
Luc. You're welcome, dir; but Pray, * give me 


Leave. 


| Before you enter into farther Compliment, 
To ak one Q. e“ ion of vou. 


War. | ſhall reſolve you, Madam, with that Truth 


Which may, I hope, invite you to believe me 


In what I'm to fay afterwards. 


Luc. Lis to tell me oer Friend's Name, Sir, and his 


Quality, which, tho T have ſeen him oft, I am yet ig- 


noraut of: I ſuppole him io b- ſ-me honourable Perſon, 


who has eminently ſerv'd the King in the late Wars. 
Cur. Lis a ſhrew'd diſcerning Wench, ſhe has hit 
me right already. [ {t the Door. 


Wor. They call kim Colonel Cutter, but to deal faith- 
| fully with you. Madam, he's no more a Colonel than 


a. 


you're a Major- General. 


Att ent. 


ES as. 
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Cat. Ha! ſure I miſtake the Rogue ! | 

Wor. He never ſerv'd his King, not he, no mow. 
than he does his Maker: Tis true, h'as drunk his 
Health as often as any Man, upon other Mens Char BY 
and he was for a little while, i think, a kind of 


tor, "ill he was ſoundly beaten one Day, ard — 


about the Room, like old Hector o'“ Troy about the 
Town. 
Cut. What does this Dog mean, trow ? | 
Mor. Once indeed he was very low for almoſt 8 


1 month, and had neither Money enough to hire 


a Barber, nor buy Ciſſars, and then he wore a Beard 
(he ſaid) for King Charles; he's now in pretty good 
Cloaths, but would you ſaw the Furniture of his Cham · 


ber! Marry, half a Chair, an earthen Chamber-pot 


without an Ear, and the Bottom of an Ink-horn for a 
Candle- ſtick; the reſt is broken foul Tobacco pipes, 


and a Dozen o' Gally pots with Salve in em. 


Cut. Was there ever ſuch a curſed Villain! | : 
Wor. H'as been a known Cheat about the T own 


theſe twenty Yeats. 


| Luc. What does my Uncle mean to keep him Com- 


pany, if he be ſuch a one? 


Ni. Why he's infatuated, I think ! I ha“ warn'd 


him on't a thouſand times; he has ſome Wit, (to give 
the Devil his due) and that * tis makes us endure him; 
but however I'd adviſe your Uncle to be a little more 
cautious how he talks before him o' State Matters, for 


he's ſhrewdly wrong d if he ben't Cromavell's Agent for all 


the Taverns between King's. Street, ard the Dewi. at 


7 ſemple Bar, indeed he's a kind o' Reſident in em. 
Cut. Fleſh and Blood can bear no longer —— 


| Worm, you're a ſtinking, lying, perjur'd, damn'd Vil- 


lain ; and if I don't bring you, Madam, his Noſe and 


both bis Ears, and lay em at your Feet here before 
Night, may the Pillory ard the Pox take mine; till 


then ſuſpend your Judgment. [ Exit Cutter. 
Luc. Nay, you're both even; juſt ſuch an excellent 


Character did he beſtow on you; 


Why, thou vile Wretch, 

Go to the Stews, the Goal, and there make * 

Thou 'It find none there, but ſuch as will ſcorn thee! 
Wor. 


The Parliament had Reaſon— 
I would not for five hundred Pounds but ha corrupted my 
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Wor. Why here's brave Work i' faith! I ha' carry d 


it ſwimmingly, Ill e'en go ſteal away and drink a Do- 


zen before I venture to think one Thought o' the Buſi- 
neſ . 


Luc. Go curſed Race, which ftick your lonthſome 


Crimes 


Upon the honourable Cauſe and Party ; 


And to the noble Loyal Sufferers, 


A worſer Suffering add of Hate and [afamy. 
Go to the Robbers and the Paracides, 

And fix your Spots upon their painted Vizards, 
Not on the Native Face of Innocence. 


_ 'Tis you retard that Induſtry by which 


Our Country would recover from this Sickneſs ; 
Which, whilſt it fears th' Eruption of ſuch Ulcers, 


Keeps a Diſeaſe tormenting it within, 


But if kind Heav'a pleaſe to reſtore our Health, 
When once the be Phyſician ſhall return, Ee 
He Ah om will, I __— reſtore our _ Exit. 


— 


485 u. SCENE I. 
Enter Aurelia. 


15 tis no ſmall part of Policy 


To keep ſome litile Spies in Enemies Quarters: 


Coulin Lacia's Maid; and yet it colts me nothing but 
Sack-poſſets, and Wine, and Sugar when her Miſtreſs 
is a Bed, ard tawdry Ribbonds, or fine trimm'd Gloves 
ſometimes, and once I think a pair of Counterfeit Ruby 


 Perdants, that colt me kalf a Crown. The poor Wench 
loves Dy'd Glaſs like an Indian; for a Diamond Bob 
I'd have her Maiden head, if | were a Man and ſhe a 


Maid. If her *. iſtreſs did but talk in her Sleep ſome- 


_ times, o' my Conſcience ſhe'd ſit up all Night and watch 


her, only to tell me in the Morning what ſhe aid; tis 


ke prettieſt d.ligent Wench in her Calling, now ſhe has 
inder t«ken't, 
Her 
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Her Intelligence juſt now was very good, and 
May be o Conſequence ; That young Truman is 


Stoin up the back way into my Coufin's Chamber. 
"Theſe are your grave Maids that ſtudy Romances, and 
will be all Mandana's and Ca ſſandra s, and never ſpit 


but by the Rules of Honour; Oh, here ſhe comes, I 
hope, with freſh Intelligence from the Foes Rendexvous. 


SCENE II. 
Aurelia and Jane. 


Jane Ha, ha, ba! for the Love of Goodneſs hold 
me, or I ſhall fall down with laughing. Ha, ha, ha! 
Tis the beſt Humour no [ can't tell it you 


for laughing Ha, * ha! che preteſt Sport, Ha, 
ha, ha! 


fur. Why, thou baſt not ſeen him lye with ber, bat 
thou ? 


The Wench is mad; pr 'ythee what ist? 


Fane. Why (hee, bei, ha!) my Miſtreſs fits by hy” 


Servant in a long Veil that covers her from Top'to Toe, 


and ſays not one Word to him, becauſe of the Oath 


you know that the old Man forc'd his Son to take after 


your Father had forbid him the Houſe, and he takls 
half an Hour, like an Aſs as he is, all alone, and looks 


upon her Hand all the while, and kiſſes it. But that 


which makes me die with laughing at the Conceit (Ha, 


ha, ha!) is, that when he aſks her any thing, ſhe goes to 
the Table, and writes her Anſwer : You never ſaw ſuch 


an innocent Puppet-play ! 
/ur. Dear Fane, "(ki me Jane) how ſhall I 40 to 


ſee em? 


Jane. Why. Madam, PI go look the Key of my 


Miſtreſs's Cloſet above, that looks into her Chamber, | 
where you may ſee all, and not be ſeen. 


Aur. Why that's as good as the Trick o' the Veil; 
do, dear 7 ane, quick'y, 'twill make us excellent Sport 
at N ight, and we'll fuddle our Noſes together, mall we, 


dear Fane? 


Jane. Ay, dear Madam! I'll 80 ſeek out the Key. | 
Aur. Tis ſtrange, if this Trick o' my Couſin's ſhould 
beget no Trick o mine, That would be pitiful dull 


doings, 
B 2 SCENE 


IT | ' 


a Door off the en Aur. 
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SCENE II. 


Aurelia ad Mr, Puny. 


Hur. Here comes another of her Servants ; ; a young, 
rich, fantaltical Fop, that would be a Wit, and has got 
a new way of _— ſo ; he ſcorns to ſpeak any thing 


that's common, and finds out ſome i impertinent Simili- 


| tude for every thing. The Devil, | think, can't find | 
one for him. This Coxcomb has fo litle Brains too, 


as to make me the Confident of his Amours. I'll thank 


| kim for his Confidence e er I ha' done with him. 


Pun. Who's here? O Madam! is your Father out of 


| bis Metaphoricall Grave yet? You underſtand my 


Meaning, my dear Confident? You're a Wit! 
Aur. Like what, Mr. Puny ? | 
Pun. Why ——like—me! 
Hur, That's right your way, Mr. Puny, it's an odd. | 


5 Similitude. 


Pun. But where's your Father, little Queen e o Dia- 


 monds ? Is he extant? I long like a Women big with 
Twins to ſpeak with him! 


Aur. You can't now poſiibly. Wh here was never any 


Creature ſo fick with a Diſeaſe as he is with Phyſick, to 


Day, the Doctor and the Apothecary's with him, and 
will let no body come in. But Mr. Puny, I have Words 
o' Comfort for you 


Pun. What, my dear Queen o Sheba ! and I have 


 Ophir for thee if thou haſt. 


Aur. Why your Rival is forbid our Houſe, and has 


ſworn to his Father never to ſee or hear, yous Miltreis 
more. 


Pun. I knew that Yeſterday, as well as I new my 


| Credo; but I'm the very Fer of Malta, if ſhe did not 


uſe me ſince that, worſe than I'd uſe a rotten Apple. 


Aur. Why, that can't be, Brother Wit, why that 
was uncivilly done of her! 


Pun. O hang her, Queen of Fairies, (I'm all for 


| Queens to Day I think) ſhe cares much for that; no, 


that Arias Crocodile Truman is ſtill ſwimming in her 
Precordiums, but I'll ſo Ferret him 2 Pi} beat him as 
a Bloomſbury Whore beats Hemp; I'll ſpoil his grave 

Dominical Poſtures ; I'll make him ſneak, and look like | 
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Fer. That's hard! but he deſerves it truly, if he ſtrive 
to Annihila 


te. 

Pu. Why well ſaid, Siſter Wit, now thou ſpeak ſt 
Ar. Well, without Wit or Foolery, Mr. Puny, 
what will you give me, if this Night, this very impro- 
bable Night, I make you marry my Couſin Lucia ?. 

Pun. Thou talk'ſt like M:dz/a's Head, thou aſto- 
> Jo io ts Le befits a Bargain 
Aur. Well, in plain Language as befits a Bargain; 
there's Pen and Ink in the next Chamber, give buta 
- Bill under your Hand to pay me five hundred Pounds 
in Gold (upon Forfeiture of a theuſand if you fail) 


within an Hour after the Buſineſs is done, and I'll be 


bound Body for Body my Couſin Lucia ſhall be your 
Wife this Night; if I deceive you, your Bond will do 
you no hurt, if I do not, conſider a little before-hand, . 
whether the Work deſerves the Reward, and do as you 


„ - think fit. 


Pu. There ſhall be no more conſidering than in a 
_ Haſty-Pudding ; I'll write it an' you will in dhort hand, 
to diſpatch immediately, and preſently go put five hun- 
dred Marygolds in a Purſe for you. Come, away like 
an Arrow out of a Scythian Bow. 

Aur. I'Il do your Buſineſs for you, I'll warrant you: 
Allons Mon Cher. T  [Excunt. 

SCENT IV. 
Cut. Now I ha' thee at the Place where thou af- 
frontedſt me, here will I cut thy Throat. gy 

War. You'll be hang' d firſt. 

Cut. No by this Light. 

Wer. You'll be hang'd after then. = 
Cut. Not ſo neither; for I'll hew thee into ſo many 
 Morſels, that the Crowner ſhall not be able to give his 
Verdict, whether 'twas the Body of a Man or of a Beaſt, 
as thou art. Thou ſhalt be Mince-meat, Worm, within 
this Hour. 5 

Wor. He was a Coward once, nor have I ever heard 
one Syilable fince of bis Reformation; he ſhall not 


me. 
B 3 | Cat. 
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Fa Cut. Come on; 1'll ſend thee preſently to Erebus ; 


[Draws 


Without either Bail or Main prize, 


Wor. Have at you, Cutter, an' thou hadſt as many 


| L. ves as are in Plata ch, I'd make an End of em all. 
Cut. Come on, Milcreant 

Wor. Do, do! ſtrike an' thou dar'ſt. | 

Cut. Coward, I'il give thee the Advantage of the 
firſt Puſh, Comand. 

W.r. I ſcorn to take any thing o' thee, Few. 


3, 
x 
A 


i 


Cut. If thou dar'it not 1 fi ſt, thou ſubmitt ' ſt and [ 


I give thee thy Life. 
Wor. Remember, Cutter, you were treacherous firſt 
to me, and therefore muſt begin. Come, pox upon't, 


this Quarrel will coſt us Qu arts o* Wine a- piece before 


the Treaty o' Peace be ended. 
Cut. Here's Company coming in; Ill hear o' no 
Treaves, Warm, we'll fight it out. 


SCENE V. 
Enter to them Aurelia and Puny. 


Hur. Five hundred neat Gentlemen like ewenty Shil- 


ling Pieces, tho' never waſh'd not t barb' d- 


Sotter ies? 


Pun. Why how now Panims ? Fighting like two 


Sea fith in the Map? Why how now my little Galli- 


r:aufry, my little Oleopadrida of Arts and Arms; Hold 


| the fierce Gudgeons! 


Aur. Ods my Life, Puny, let's go in again; ; that's 


the o ly way to part em. 
Pun, Do, do! kill one another, and be hang'd like 
Ropes of Onions. 


[Reading 
A Curſe upon kim, can't he write a Bond without thele | 


Cut At your Command? No, Pury, I'll be forc'd 


by no Man; put up, Worm; we'il fight for no Man's 
Pleaſure, but our own. 

War. Agreed ! I won't make Sport with murdering 
any Man, an' he were a Turk. 

Pun. Why now ye ſpeak like the Pacifick Sea; we'll 


to the King Pole anon, and drink all into Pylades a- 
gain; we by driok up à whole Veſſel there to Redinte- 


gration, 
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gration, and that ſo big, that the Tun of Heydelburg 
ſha'l ſeem but a Barrel of Pickl'd Oyſters to it; mean 


time, thou pretty little Smith o' my good Fortune, beat 
hard upon the Anvil of your Plot, I'li go and provide 


the Spankers. [ Exit Puny. 
Cut. Your Coulin, Mrs. Aurelia, has abus'd us moſt 
irreverently. | 


Ar. Why, what's the Matter? | | 
. Vour Father recommended us two as Suiters to 


_ her. 
Aur. And ſhe'd ha' none of you? What a foo'thh 


Girl 'tis, to ſtand in her own Light ſo? 


Mor. Nay, that's not all, but ſhe us'd us worſe then 
if we'd been the verieſt Rogues upon the Face of the 
whole Earth. 
Aur. That's a little thought too much, but * (Was 
ſafer erring o that hand. . 
Cut. Ay, we're like to get muck, I _ by complair- 
ing to you. 
_ Jane. 
T ane. Ha, ha, ha! Here's the Key o the Cloſet, 
go up ſoftly, Madam, Ha, ha. ha! and make no 
Noiſe, dear Madam, I muſt be gone. „ 
Aur. Why does this litt e F oppotee laugh always? 
*Tis ſuch a Ninny that ſhe betrays her Miſtreſs, and 
thinks ſhe does no hurt at all, no, not ſhe. Well, 
wretched Lovers, come along with me now, (but ſoftly 
| Hpon your Lives, as you would ſteal to a Miſtreſs thro” 
her Mother's Chamber) and I'll ſhew you this ſevere 
| 2 lock'd up alone in a Chamber wirh your * 
Cat As ſoftly as Snow falls 
Wor. Or Vapours riſe. 
Aur. What are you Puniſh too with your Similitades ? 
Mum — not a Word— pull off your Shoes at Bottom 
of the Stairs, and follow me. 


SCENE VI. 
Enter Truman Junior. 
And preſentiy Aurelia, Cutter, and Worm, appear at a . 
little Window. | 
Trum. Why ſhou'd her cruel Uncle feek . oppoſe | 
A Love in all Reſpects ſo Good and Equal? 
He has ſome wicked End in 't, and — | | 
To be deceiv'd! Cut. 
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Cut. Deceiv'd? pray mark that, Madam. 7 
Trum. She is gone in to ſee if Things be ripe yet, : 
To make our laſt Attempt upon her Uncle ; : 
If our Plot fai 8 
Aur. A Plot i faith. and I ſhall Counter. plot ye. 5 
Tum. In ſpight of our worſt Enemies, our 3 
And a raſh Oath that's cancell'd in the making, 4 
We will purſue our Loves to the laſt Point, J. 
Aud buy that Paradiſe, though't be with Martyrdom! 1 
SCENE VII. 3 
Enter Lucia. 
She goes to the Table and writes whilſt he Speaks, and. 
gives him the Paper. 5 
8 come, methinks I ſee her through her i 
e 
She's naked in my Heart with all her Beauties. 
Wor. Thou haſt a bawdy Heart, I'll warrant thee. 
Cut. Hold your Peace, Coxcomb. 
Trum. That has, I think, taken an Oath 
Quite contrary to mine, never to ſee 
Any thing elfe! 0 
He's extreamly Sick and thinks be [Reads a Paper 
Hall die; the Doctor and Pothe- _ him by Lu- 
cary baue acted very well T be cia. 
evith bim preſently. Go into my little 
Oratory and pray for the Succeſ—— [A Cry within, 
Tl pray with as much Zeal as any Mrs. Aurelia! 
Sinner, converted juſt upon the Point : 
of Death, praiſe his ſhort Time out. 
[Exeunt Truman and Lacks 
Aur. What can this mean? and [They Cry within, 
the Cry within there? Pray let's 80 down and ſee 
what's 1* Matter. 
Enter Will and Ralph erying. 
_ Will. Ah, Lord! My poor Maſter! Mrs. Aurelia, 
Mrs. Awehia! 
Aur. Here, what's the Buſineſs ? 
Ralph. O Lord! the ſaddeſt Accident. 
| Aur. For the love of Heav'n ſpeak quickly. 
Will. I cannot ſpeak for weeping ; my poor Matter b 
Poiſon'd. 85 ; 
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Aur. Poiſon'd! How pr'ythee, and by whom? 


Will. Why by the Mangel Accident, s. The 
Doctor preſcrib'd one, what d'ye call it, with a hard 


Name, and that careleſs R Rogue the *Poth % Man 85 
(miſtaking one Glaſs for another that ſtood by it) put in 
another what d'ye call it, that is a mortal Poiſon. 


Aur. Oh then 'tis plain, there was the Not they 


 talk'doff; ye heard, Gentlemen, what they ſaid ; pray 
follow me, and bear Witneſs. = [Exit Aurelia. 


Cat. Undoubtedly they had a Hand in't; we ſhall 


be brought to ſwear againſt them, Norm. 


Wer. I'll {wear what I heard, and what I heard not, 


but I'll hang em. I ſee I ſhall be reveng d o' that 
Proud Tit; but it grieves me for the Colonel. 1 


SCENE VIII. 


Colonel Jolly ( brought in a Chair) Aurelia, Cutter, | 


Worm, Will, Raph, other Servants. 
Fell. Oh! I ha' vomitted out all * — and all 


my Entrailg—_— 


_ Aur. Oh my dear Father! 
Fell. I'm going, Daughter-—ha' ye ſent the 


Doctor and the plaguy Fothecary to a Juſtice o Peace 


to be examin'd ? | 
Will. Yes, Sir, your Worſhip's Steward and the Con- 


ſtable are gone with 'em; does your Worſhip think they 


did it out o' Malice, and not by a Miſtake If Ihad 
thought they did, I'd a hang'd em preſently, that you 
might ha” ſeen it done before you dy'd. 

Joll. Hub, huh, huh! I think that Rogue the Doc- 
tor did it, becauſe I beat him t'other Day in our drink- 
ing! Hub, huh, hah! 

Aur. No Sir, (O my dear Father) no Sir, you lit- 
tle think who were the contrivers of your Murder, e'en 


my Coufin Lace and her Gallant— Oh Lord —*tis dif- 


cover'd by a miraculous Providence they re both to- 
gether i in her Chamber now, and there we over-heard 


em as it pleasg'd—theſe two Gentlemen heard 'em 25 


well 212 


FJoll. Can they be ſuch Monfters ? Oh! Pm as hot 
as Lucifer —Oh——Oh ! What did you hear em ſay ? 


Cut. 
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Cut. Why that they had a Plot | 

Aur. And that the Doctor and 'Porhecary had done 
it very well. | 

. Wor. Ay, and your Neice aſk'd if he thought — 
Poiſon was ſtrong enough. 
Au. There never was ſuch an Impedence! ; 
Vill. How Murder will out! I always thought, Fel- 


low Ralph, your Miſtreſs Lucia was nought with that 


young {mooth-fac'd Varlet; do you remember, ys 
what | told you in the Buttery once? 


Aur. Here ſhe comes! O Impudence! 
Enter Lucia. 


| Fell Oh! Oh! Oh!——goall afide a little, and let 


me ſpeak with her alone. Come hither, Neice 
On! Oh! Youſee by what Accident 't has pleas d 


hub — hah —huk to take away your loving Uncle, 


Neice! huh — 
Lac. I. ſee't, Sir, with that Grief which your Mit. 


. mine in the Loſs of you does require. 
Cut re's a Devil for you; But, 


Captain, did you hear her ſpeak o [Joll. end Luc. 


Poiſon, and whether it were rong tall — 
enough? 


Vor. No, but J "A to ſtrike home when I doa "= 
_ fineſs, I'm for thorough-ſtitch ; I'm thorough pac'd, 


| * a A ſhould a Man fland mincing ? 
1 hope, Sir, and have Faith, that you'll reco- 
8 WE. But, Sir, becauſe the Danger's too apparent, and 


who (alas) knows how Heav'n may diſpoſe of you ! Be- 


fore it grow too late (after your Bleſſing) I humbly beg 
one Boon upon my Knees. 


Foll. What is't (riſe up, Neice) Oh 
you nothing at this time fure: 

Luc. It is (I wo' not r ſe, Sir, till you grant 1) 

That fince the Love twixt T uman and my ſelf 

_ Has been ſo fix'd, and like our Fortunes equal, 

Ye would be pleas'd to ſign, before your Death, 

The Confirmation of that Love, our Contract, 
And when your Soul ſhall meet above my F ather's, | 
As ſoon as he has bid you Welcome thither, 

He'll thank you for this Goodneſs to his Daughter; 

I do conjure you, Sir, by his Memory 


-T can deny 


, v4 
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By all your Hopes of Happineſs hereafter 

8 World ! and all your deareſt 

Wiſhes of Happineſs for thoſe whom ye 

Love moſt, — — behind ye here! 
Fell You ha deſerv'd ſo well o me, Neice, that” tis 

T_T you any thing : Where's gentle Mr. 
ru man? 


Lac. In the next Room, Sir, waiting on your wit, 


4 As on the Sentence of his Life and Death too. 


3 $6625 


Foll. Oh— I'm very fick——pray bring him in. 
Lic. A thouſand Angels guard your Life, Sir' 


| Or, if you die, carry you up to Heav'in. . [Exir. 


War. Was there ever ſuch a young diſſembling Wirch ? 
Cut. Here's Women in Perfection! 
1 he Devil's in their Tails, and in their II | 3 
They're poſſeſ .d both ways! ; 7 
Fall. Vill, Ralph, is Jeremy there too ? Be ready 


_ when 1 ſpeak to you. 


Enter Truman, Lucia 0 ve. . 
Trum. Our Prayers are heard, tis as we vine d, dear 
Locke Oh this bleſſed Hour! 
Foll. Hake him and carry him up to the Green 
Chamber —— Oh my Belly——lock him in ſure there, 


Lill zou ſee what becomes of me; if I do die, he and 


his Miſtreſs ſhall have but an ill Match of it at Tyburn. 


Oh my Guts Lock up Luce too in her Chamber. 


Trum. What do you mean, Gentlemen? Are you mad? 

Will. We mean to lock you up wy Sir, for a great 
Jewel as you are! | 

Luc. Pray hear me all. | 

Toll. Away with em. [Ex cunt all the 8 i 


Truman and Lucia, ſevera/ ways. ] 


Aur. How do you, Sir? I hope you may o' ercome 
it, your Nature's ſtrong, Sir. 

Joll. No, tis impoſſible; and yet I find a lictle Eaſe, 
but tis but a flaſh—- 4zre/ia—— Oh there it wrings 


me again — fetch me the Cordial-ylaſs in the Cabinet 


Window, and the little Prayer-Book ; I would fain re- 
pent, but it comes ſo hardly——1 am very unfit to die, 


: if it would pleaſe Heav'n——-ſo, ſet down the Glas 


there give me 


Aur. The Prayer-Zook, Sir, s al mouldy, I muſt 
wipe it ſirſt. | Foll. 


” - . 


24 CUTTER of Coleman- Street. 
Fell. Lay it down too—ſo—it begins t' aſſuage a 
little there lay down the Book; twill but trouble my * | 
Brains now I'm a dying. i 
Mill. Here's the Window, Sir, without, and Mrs. : 
Tabitha her Daughter; they have heard o your Misfor- 
tune, and ha' brought Mr. Knock-down to comfort you. | 
6 
' 
8 


Fall. How? Everlaſting Knock down! Will they * 
trouble a Man thus when he's a dying? Sirrah! Block- 
head! Let in Fo/eph Knock-down, and I'll ſend thee to 
Heav'n before me; I have but an Hour or two to live © 
perhaps, and that's not enough for him I'm ſure to- 

Preach in! | By 13 


Will. Shall Mrs. Barebottle come in, Sir? s - 
Foll. That's a ſhe Krock-down too; well, let her 
come in huh: huh! huh! I muſt bear all things * 
patiently now: But Sirrah, Rogue! Take heed o 7- , 

7 Knock-down, thou ſhalt not live with Ears, if Je- ; 
ſeph Knock down enter. | | 4 
Enter Widow, and Tabitha, A 
Vid. How do you do, Neighbour Colonel? How 

is' t? Take Comfort. : = 3 
Poll. off i' th* Nower o' my Age, Widow. 1 
Vid. Why, Man's Life is but a Flower, Mr. Folh, x 
and Flower withers, and Man withers, as Mr. 
Knock\down obſerv'd laſt Sabbath. day at Evening Exer: 
eiſe: But, Neighbour, you're paſt the Flower, you're | 
grown old as well as I— I 
Fall. I'the very Flower; that damn'd Quack falver— | 

Tab. Methoughts he was the uglieſt Fellow, Mother; > 
and they ſay he's a Papiſh too, forſooth. - ; 
Via. I never lik'd a Doctor with a red Noſe; my | 
Huſband was wont to ſay— How do you, Mrs. Au- t 
_ relia ? Comfort your ſelf, we muſt all die ſooner or 0 
later; to Day here, to Morrow gone, 
Fall. Oh the Torture of ſuch a Tongue! Would I 
were dead already, and this my Funeral Sermon. 14 
Vid. Alas poor Man! his Tongue I warrant ye is am. 
hot as paſſes; you have a better Memory than I, Tas” 
_ bitha, tell him what Mr. Nuoc l- daaun ſaid was a Si 

Duty in tormenting Sickneſſes; now Poiſon's a . 
Tormenter. 
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7oll. Oh! Oh! —— this additional Poiſon will cer- 
' tainly make an end of me! | 
Wi. Why ſeek for ipiritual Incomes, Mr. Colonel $ 
I'll tell you what my Huſband Barebottle was wont to 
> obſerve (and he was a Colonel too) he never ſought for 
A | Incomes, but he had ſome Bleſſing fallow'd immediate y; 
| f once he ſought for em in Harefordbire, and the dert 
* Day he took as many Horſes and Arms in the Country, 
* ay Gor to raiſe three Troops; another time he ſought 
1 1 em in Backlerſbury, and three Days after a Friend of 
his, that he ow'd five hundred Pounds to, was hang d 
«for a Malignant; and the Debt torgiven him by the 
Parliament; a third time he ſought for em in Hariford- 
Hire — 
746. No, Mother, twas in Worcefterfbire, forſooth. 
id. Ay Child, it was indeed in Worcefterfbire ; and 
within two Months afcer the Dean of Worceſter's 2 | 
fellto him. 
* Joll. He fought for em once out o my Eſtate too, 
I thank bim: Oh my Head! 
p | Wid. Why truly, Neighbour Colonel, he had that 


oO”. - WY. *Y 


but for his Penny, and would have had but a hard Bar- 


gain of it, if he had not by a Friend's means of the 


, | Council hook'd in two thouſand Pounds of his Arrears. 
. Cut. For Shame let's relieve him. Colonel, you ſaid 
- you had a mind to ſettle ſome Affairs of your Eſtate 
- with me, and Captain Worm here 
1 Nid. I'll leave you then for a while, pray ſend for 
- me, Neighbour, when you have a Mind o 't: Heaven 
is»  Irengrbes you ; come, Tabitha. 

: Foll Aurelia, go out with them, and 1 us three 
9 together for half an Hour. [Exit Wid. Tab. Aur. 
Stay you, Vill, and reach me the Cordial; I begin to 
3x bope that my extream violent Fit of Vomit: ing and 

Peourging has wrought out all the Poiſon, and ſav d my 
I Life——my Pain's almoſt quite gone, but I'm ſo fore 


and faint --give me the Glaſs. 
Wer. What d' you mean, Colonel? You will not 
doat, I hope, now you're dying? Drink I know not 
what there, made by a Doctor and *Pothecary ? Drink 
a Cup o' Sack, Man, — Sack; you'll find your 
old Antidote beſt, 
c Cut. 
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Cut. He'as Reafon, Colonel, it agrees beſt with 


your Nature; tis good to recover your Strength——as 


for the Danger, that's paſt, I'm confident already. 


Foll. Doſt thou think ſo, honeſt Cutter? Fetch him 


"a Bott'e o' Sack, Vill, for that News; I'll drink a lit- 
- fe my ſelf, one litle Beer-glaſs. 
Cut. Poor Creature! He would try all ways to live! 
Joll. Why if I do die, Cutter, a Glaſs o' Sack will 
do me no Hurt I hope: I do not intend to die the whin- 
ing way, like a Girl that's afraid to lead Apes in Hell 
[Enter Will, with a Bottle and great Glaſs. So, 


give it me; alittle fuller ,——ye——it warms exceedingly 


Dad is very Cordia!—So,—fill to the Gentlemen. 


War. Let's drink, let's drink, whilſt Breath we have; 


| 


n 
'R 
N 


[Sings, * 


[You'll find but cold, but cold drinking i in the Grave. 


Cut. A Catch i' faith! Boy, go down, Boy, go down, 


And fill us Fother Quart, 
That we may drink the Colonel's Health. 
Mer. That we may drink the Colonel s Health, 
Both, Before that we do part. 
Wer. Why doſt thou frown, thou arrant Clown! 
Hey BOS Tope: 


Foll Why this 1s very chearly ! Pray let's ha' the 


Catch that we made t'other Night againſt the Doctor. 
Vir. Away with't, Cutter; hum—— 
'Come fill us the Glaſs o Sack. 
Cut. What Health do we lack? 
Mor. Confuſion to the Quack. : 
Both. Confound him, confound him, 
Difſeaſes all around him. 
Cut. And fill again the Sack, 
Mor. That no Man may lack, 
Cut. Confuſion to the Quack, 
Bath. Confuſion to the Quack, 
Confound him, confouud him, 
Diſeaſes all around him, | 
Wer. He's a kind of Grave-maker, 
Cut. An Urinal Shaker, 
Wer, A wretched Gront- taker, 
Cat. A ſtinking Cloſe-Stool raker. 
Wor. He's a Quack, that's worſe than a 2 
Bosh. He's a Quack, Se. Wer. 


71 
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Wor. Hey Boys — Gingo—— | 

| Foll. Give me the Glaſs, Will, I'll venture once 

more, whate'er come on't. Here's a Health to the 

Royal Traveller, and ſo Finis Coronat. 
Wor, Come on Bays, Vivat; have at you again then. 

Now a Pox on the Poll of old Politick Noll. 
Both. We'll drink till we bring 


| Tn Triumph back the King. 


Wor. May he live till he ſee. 
Old Nei] upon a Tree. 

War. And many ſuch as he. 

Both. May helive 'till, &c. 33 
 Foll. I'm very fick again; Will, help me into my 
Bed ; reſt you merry, Gentlemen. Ss 

Cut. Nay, we'll go in with him, Captain, he ſhall : 
not die this bout. 5 1 

Wor. It's pity but he ſhould, he does 't ſo bravely; 


come along then, kiſs me, Cutter; Is not this better 


than Quarrelling? | 


Hey for Fidlers now! 


Bath. May he live till he ſee, &c. 235 
8 [Eeunt. 


ACT W. SCENK t- 
Enter Jolly and Aurelia. 


Fell. Is true, Aurelia, the Story they all agree 


in; *'twas nothing but a ſimple Plot o the 
two Lovers to put me in fear of Death, in hope to work 


then upon my good Nature, or my Conſcience, and 


Quack conſpir'd with them out o Revenge; twas a 


_ Curſed Rogue tho” to give me ſuch an unmerciful Doſe 
of Scammony ! It might ha' prov'd but an ill Jeſt; but 


however, I will not be a loſer by the Buſineſs, e er 1 


ha” done with't. 


Aur. Methinks there might be ſomething extrafted - 


Fell. Why ſo there ſhall ; I'll pretend, Aurelia, to be 


| ill deſperately Sick, and that I was really poiſon'd; no 
Man will blame me after that, for whatſoever I do with 


my Neice. But that's not all, I will be mightily trou- 
SR 9 9 bled 


—— — 
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bled in Conſcience, ſend for the Widow, and be con- 


verted by her, that will win her Heart, join'd with the 
Hopes of my ſwallowing Lucia's Portion. 


Aur. For that Point I'll aſſiſt you, Sir: Aſſure her 


that my Couſin Lucia is marry d privately this Afternoon 
to Mr Pury. 1 
Pull. I would ſhe were, Wench. (for thine and my 
Sake) her Poriion would be forfeited then indeed, and ſhe 
would he no great need of t, for that Fop's very rich. 
Aur. Well, Sir, I'll bring ſufficient Proofs of that, to 


. 
. 4 


ſatisfy the Widow, and that's all you require; be pleas d | 


io let this Secret of the Buſineſs reſt with me yet a while, 


To. morrow you ſhall know't. But for my own Part, 
Sir, if I were in your Place, 1'd rather patiently loſe 


my Eſtate for ever, thantake't again with her. 
Fall. Oh! hold yourſelf contented, good frank-hearted 


- Aurelia; would I were to marry ſuch a one every Weck 


_ theſe two Years : See how we differ now? 


Aur, Bleſs us! What humming and hawing will be 
i' the Houſe! What preaching, and houling, and ſaſt- 


ing, and eating among the Saints! Their firſt pious 


Work will be to baniſh Flercher and Ben Johnſon out ; 


o' the Farlour, and bring in their Rooms Martin- Mar- 


Prelate, and Pofies of Holy Honey-ſuckles, and a Salve- 
box for a wounded Conſcience, and a Bundle of Grapes 


from Canaan. I can't abide em; but I'll break my 
Siſter Tabitha's Heart within a Month one way or other. 


| But, Sir, ſuppoſe the King ſhould come in again, (as I 
hope he will for — theſe 
own again o' Courſe, you'd be very proud of a Soa 

| boiler's Widow then in Hide- Part, Sir. 4 


Jail. Oh! Then the Biſhops will come in too, and 


ſhe'll away to Neu- England; well, this does not do my 
 Bufineſs; I'll about iv. and ſend for her. [Exit. 


Hur. And I'll about mine; Ralph, did you ſpeak to 


: Mr. Puny to meet me an Hour hence at the Back door 
in the Garden ? He muſt not know the Eſtate the Houſe 
is in yet. 


| Ralph. Ves, forſooth, he bad me tell you, he d no 
more fail you than the Sun fails Barnaly day, I know 
not what he means by't, but he charg'd me to tell * 


illains) and you have your 


e 
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fs, and ho would bring (forſooth) his Regiment of five: 
hundred. He's a Mad man, I think. 

Aur. Well, did you ſpeak to Mr. Soaker to flay with- 
in too, the little Deacon that uſes to drink with Vill and. 


you? | ” 
n Ralph. Ves, forſooth, he's in the Buttery. 
Aur. Pray Heav'n he don't forget my Inſtructions 


there! But firſt I have a little Trick for my Lovers to 


begin withal, they ſhall ha' twenty more before I ha”. 
done with 'em. 5 N [Exit. 
,, + 7 + 2 © 


| Enter Truman Junior. | 
Trum. The Veil of this Miſtake will ſoon be caſt a- 
way, I would I could remove Lucia's as eaſily, and ſee 
her Face again, as fair, as ſhortly our Innocence will 


gut if my angry Father come to know our late Intel- 


ligence in this unlucky Bufineſs, though we ha” fulfill'd 
the Letter of his Will, that which can ſatisfy a Lover's 
Conſcience will hardly do ſo to an old Man's Paſſion ; 
ye heav'nly Powers, or take away my Life, or give me 


quickly that for which I am only content to keep it. 


SCENE III. 
Enter Aurelia, (veil'd). 
Ha! I did but ſpeak juſt now of heav'nly Powers, 
And my bleſt Angel enters, ſure they have 
Heard me, and promiſe what I pray d for. 


| My dear Lucia, I thought you'd been a kind of Priſoner 


too. [ She gives him a Paper, and embraces him. 
She's kinder too than ſhe was wont to be; 


My Prayers are heard ard granted, I'm confirm'd in't. 


[Reads.) By my Maid: Means I have gotten Keys both 


| of my own Chamber and yours ; we may eſcape if you 
pleaſe; but that I fear would ruin you ; We bye both now 

_ inthe ſame Houſe, a good Fortune that is wt like to continue; 
| fines I have the Engagement of your Faith, I account my 
elf your Wife already, and ſhall put my Honour into your 


Hands; about Midnight I ſhall fleal to you; If I were 


to ſpeak this, I. fbould bluſh, but I know whom 1 traft. 


Yours, Lucia. 
- 8 Tien. 


3 * 
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J. um. Thou doſt not know me, Lucia, LAlide. 
And h: forgot thy elf: Iam amaz'd. 
Stay, here's a Poſiſeript. Furs this Paper as ſoon 


243 you hae read i it. 
Burn it? Yes, would I had don't before, | 


[ Burns it at the Candle. 


May a'l — of thee periſh with thee, 
Unhappy . 

Thy very Aſhes ſure will not be innocent, 

But fly — and hurt ſome chaſte Man's Eyes, 

As they do mine. [eps 

Ob, Lucia, this I thought of all Misfortunes 

Would never have befallen me, to ſee thee 

Forget the Ways of Virtue and of Honour. 

1 little thought to ſee upon our Love, 

That flouriſh'd with ſo ſweet and freſh a Beauty, 

The ſlimy Traces of that Serpent, Luſt. 


What Devil has poiſon'd her ? I know not what to ſay 


to her. 


F - Go, Lucia, retire, pr 'ythee, to thy chamber, 


And call thy wandering Virtue home again, 
It is not yet far gone, but call it quickly, 
* Tis in a dangerous way; I will forget thy Error, 
And ſpend this Night in Prayers that Heav'n may do ſo. 

| (Exit. Aur. 

Would he have had me been mine own Adulterer ? 
Before my Marriage! Oh Luſt Oh F railty— 
Where in all human Nature ſhall we mi's 
1: he ulcerous Fermentations of thy Heat, 
wW hen thus (alas) we find thee breaking out | 
Upon the com!i'lt Viſage of Perſection? [Exit. 


SCENE IV. 


| Enter Aurelia. | 
Aur. Pray Heav'n, I han't made my fooliſh Wit lay 


for me; if he talk with others of the Houſe 7 


me I'm undone. Stay, have I my Pap 
Pulli out a ready? Oh! that's well! my Hand 


Paper. ſurxe's as like hers as the Left is to 4 


Right, we were taught by the ſame 
Maſter, . pure Halian, there's her 


wear Oh are you come? That's well. 
SCEN E 


s and her G's I'll | 
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| Roam (do you mark me?) the Miniſter, Mr. Soaker, 
is to marry them without Book; and becauſe they're 
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SCENE V. 
Enter Puny. 


'Tis almoſt four o Clock, and that's the precious Hour, 
Pun. My little H-. Fgabalus, here Iam, Pra flo 
Fur. You're always calling me Names, Mr. Puny, 
2 unkindly done to one that” s labouring for you 251 


"Pow, I ha' made more haſte hither, than a Parſon 
does to a Living o' _ three hundred and fifty Pounds a 
Vear. 

Aur. Puny, you're not a Man o' Buſineſs I ſee, that's 
not the Stile o' Buſineſs; Well, I ha' done, I think, 
the Work for you; 'tis as odd a Plot as ever you heard. 

Pun. I like it better, I love odd things. 

Aur. Why thus then, you know Mr. Truman took | 
an Oath to his Father never to ſee my 9 
without his leave. 

Pun. Piſh, do 1 1 that a Lawyer loves to take 
Money in a Michaelmaſi Term? 

Aur. A pies upon you: Well, my Father has made 
Lucy ſwear to, never to ſee Truman without his Conſent. 

. Pun. Good, there will be a good Bo-peep Love. 

| Aur. For all this they're reſolv'd to Marry this After 
noon (nay, don't interrupt me with your Fopperies, or 


Tl be gone) and to fave their Oaths (like cunning Ca- 


ſuiſts, as all Lovers are) they'll be marry'd in a dark 


bound not to ſpeak to one another (for that I forgot to 
tell you) they're to fignifie their Conſent, when he aſks 
an, . you ſuch-a-one—by Reverences, and giving 
you never heard of ſuch a Humour, but 

they're both mad . 
Pun. Ha, ha, ha! Rare, as fantaſtical as a Whirl- 


gig but how came you to know all this, my little 
pretty Witch of Lancaſbire? 


Aur. Why that I'm coming to; her Maid you muſt 
know is my Penſioner, and betrays all Counſels; and. 
to confirm all this to you, here's her laſt Letter to Tra- 
max about the Buſineſs, which my Intelligencer has de- 
liver'd to me inſtead of him, * 


"her Hand: Read 
it all over to your ſelf, Pan. 
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Pur. 1'll ſwear by her Foot, this is her Hand —— 
kum Reads] — My Uncle's fick, and no Body will 
be at this fd o' the Houſe—the matted Chamber — hum 
II at the back Door, which ſhall be left only put too 
 ——(ha, ha, ha!) M.. Soaker with 50 uf at four WV 

——you muſt not flay long with (ha, ha, ha!) be. | 
"tis done and paſt recovery, they'll releaſe us of our Oaths | 
hum — fall not fail ours, L. (ha, ha, ba!) | 
Au. Now he knows nothing o the Time, for that 

he ſhould ha' known by this Letter; and you conceive | 
my Deſign, I hope you're not a Wit for nothing | 

Pun. My dear Pythagorean, that I ſhould go in ang 

Marry her inſtead of him? „ 
Au. Right! Thou'ſt a ſhrewd reach. 
Pun. But where's old Soater all this while! 
Ar. Why, I ha' told this all to him, only naming 
you in all things inſtead of 7: «man; and that 'twas my * 
| Contrivance all for my Coufin's and your ſake; he's 
within at a Call, T'il ſend for him; Who's there, Mary? 

Call hither Mr. Sealer; I ha' given him five Pounds, 

and for ſo much more he'll Marry you to another to 
Morrow, if you will. 5 | 
Pe. I adore thee, Queen Salomon; I had rather be 
marry'd by ſuch a Plot as this, than be Nephew to 
Prefier-Fohn———T'll make'ta thouſand Spankers. 
= Enter M.. Soaker. . 

Aur. Oh come, tis time, Mr. Soaker ; as ſoon as 
you ha' done, leave the marry'd Couple together, I'll 

this Door upon you, go out at the t'other, where | 
ſhe'll come in to you. | 

Pun. "Ti: as dark as the Devil's Conſcience ; but the 
beſt is, the Parſon has a good Fieri Facies, like a Holi- 
day, that will give ſome Light. | 
Ar. No! there's Light enough to keep you from 
ſtumbling within. Oh! I forgot to tell you, break a 
Piece of Gold, and give half, for a Proof of the — 
do you underftand me ? : 

Pan. Ti well thought on; but, Domine Do&oribus, 
can you ſay the Service without Book are you ſure ? 

Soak. I warrant you, Sir; can you lye with her 
without Book afterwards? Cr 

Pun. He's a Wit too, by June: all are Wits that - 
have. Finger in this Veaiſon-Paſty 4. 


- 


weeks rw = a oO * wm 


W 


miſs d elſe, and all ſpoil'd. 
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Aur. She'll come immediately, go in; do not flay | 
above half an Hour, Mr. Pam, my Couſin will de 


lead the 


Pan. I'll warrant you, let's in; dear 


Learning 
Way. [ They go in, and Aurelia locks the Door o the out de. 


Aur. So, all's ſure this way ; I'll be with you ftraight. 
SCENE VI. 
| "Fare Jolly, and Cutter. 
Joll. So, now the Widow's gone, I may breathe 2 


 kitle; I believe really that true Devotion is a great 


Pleaſure, but tis a damn'd Conſtraint and Drudgeoa me- 
thinks this Diſſimulation of it. I wonder how the new 
Saints can copay" bY to be always at the Work, Day and 


— acting great Gain makes 22 thing ſeem 
. SD wal, [ ; | ſuppoſe, go ood luſty Recreations . 
in private. She's gone, the Holy Thing, as proud 


as Lucifer, with the —— of having been choſen 


the Inſtrument of my Converſion from Popery, Prelacy, 
and —— ſhe's gone to brag of't to Jo Knocks 


down, and bring him to confirm me. But, Cutter, thine 
was the beſt Humour that ever was begot in a Rogues 


Noddle, to be converted in an Iaſtant, the Inſpiration 


_ way, by my Example! It may hap to get Thee Tabitha. 


Cut. Nay, and I hit juſt pat upon = way, for though 


the Mother bea kind of Brownif, (I know not what 


the Devil ſhe is indeed) yet Tabitha is o“ the Fift Mo- 
narchy Faith, and was wont to go every Sunday afoot 


over the Bridge to hear Mr. Fat, wh k he was Priſoner 
in Lamberh- Houſe ; ſhe has had a Viſion too her ſelf of 
Horns, and ſtrange things 


Foll. Piſh! Cutter, for the Way, that's not material, 


ſo there be but enough of Nonſenſe and Hypocriſy : But, 
Cutter, you muſt reform your Habit too, a little ; off with 


that Sword and Buff, and greafie Plume o Ribbons i in 


your Hat. They'll be back here preſently do't quickly. 


Cut. I'll be chang'd in an Inſtant, like a Scene, and _ 


221 em to you. [Exit. 
| SCENE VII. 


Eater Truman Senior. | 
Trum. ſen. Ay, there goes one of his Cwaggerers ; 
I could ha' A. him once. Oh Colonel, 


you're 
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you're finely poiſon'd, are you not? Would I had the 
| Poiſoning o you — Where's my Son Dick ? What ha” 
you done with him? : a 
Joll. Mr. Truman. 

Come Colonel, you're but a ſwaggering—T'll ha” 
the Law to ſwagger with you, that I will. 


like Tamerlain at the Bull, twould do no good here. 
Trum. ſen. Do you call me Names too? I'll have an 


what you would have had me done for the King, in the 

OE I, a EE 

Fall. Mr. Truman, I took you for a Perſon of Ho- 

hear you ſpeak of betraying a Gentleman to the Pro- 
ſector. 3 

ſorth, an' you keep my Son from me. 


acceptable both to your Son and you. 


_ call'd Tamerlain. 55 
Juall. My Neice, not only by her wicked Deſign to 
ſent this Day to Pzry, has (as you know very well, for 
te Right ſhe had to a plentiful Portion. Aurelia ſhall 
have that and my Eſtate (which now within a few Days 


no Wit ; with theſe Qualities, and this Fortune, if your 
Son like her (for tho' he has injur d me, Sir, I forget that, 


I do ſo well approve both of his Birth and Parts, and of 
that Fortune which you, I think, will pleaſe to make 


Trum. ſen. Good Colonel, you were always a kind 


were 


Trum. ſen. True me no more than I true ou 
Foll. Firſt leave your raging ; tho' you ſhould rage 


Action o' Scandalum. Well, Colonel. ſince you pro: 
voke me, the Protector ſhall know what you are, and 


nour, and a Friend to his Majeſty ; I little thought to 

Trum ſen. Betraying ? No, Sir, I ſcorn it as much 

as you, but III let him know what you are, and ſo 
Tram. ſen. Say you ſo, Sir? Well, but I won't be 


| poiſon me, but my marrying her ſelf without my Con- 


vou were a Witneſs, Sir, to my Brother's Will) loſt all 


I ſhall recover) after my Death; ſhe's not, I think, un- 
handſome, and all that know her will confeſs ſhe wants 


and attribute it only to the Enchantments of my Neice) 


| him, that I ſhould be extreamly glad of the Alliance. 
Neighbour and loving Friend to our Family, and ſo 


Fell. Mr. Truman, if you'll but hear me patiently, 
I ſhall propoſe a thing that will, I hope, be good and 


|. . ** 


| ſee her now. | 
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were we to you, and had Reſpects for you; you know 
I would have had Di-k marry your Neice, ii 1 you de- 


_ clar'd he ſhould ha' no Portion with her. 


Foll For that I had a particular Reaſon, Sir: your 
Son's above in my Houſe ; ſhall I ca'l him, Sir, that 
we may know his Mind? I would not have him forc'd. 

Trum. ſen. Pray ſend for him, good Colonel; Forc'd? 
No, F'll make him do't, I'll warrant you Boys muſt 


not be their own Chuſers, Colonel, hey muſt not i' faith; 
they have their Sympathies and Fiddle-come-faddies in 


their Brain, and know not what they would ha' themſelves. 
Je, SCENE VIII. 
Enter Lucia. | 


Fell. Why how now, Lucia ? How come you from 
your Chamber? ; 3 
Luc. I hope you did not mean me a Priſoner, Sir, 


 fince now you're ſatisfy d ſufficiently that you're not 


„„ | ” „„ 
Jull. T am not dead, that's true. But I may thank 

Heav'n, and a ftrong Conſtitution for'c ; you did your 
Endeavours; however, for the Honour of our Family, 
and for your Father's Sake, I'll ſpeak no more of that; 
but I could wiſh, for the Security of my Life hereafter, 
that you would go home to your Huſband, for they ſay 


you're marry'd, Neice, this Day without my Know- 


ledge——Nay, — I'm content go home to him 
when you pleaſe, you ſhall ha' your thouſand Pounds. 
Trum. ſen. Hark you, Colonel, ſhe ſhould not have 


2 Groat of 'em, not a Groat ; ſhe can't recover't by 


Law, I know the Will. 


Tuc. 1 marry'd, Sir? Tis the firſt News I've heard of 't. 


SCENT IX. 
Enter Truman Junior. 
LCLla.uuacia goes to put on her Veil. 
Fall. Nay, leave your pretty Jeſuitical Love tricks to 
ſalve an Oath; Mr. Truman, You may let your'Son 


Trum. (en. Ay, Dick, you may ſee her as much as 


you'pleaſe ; ſhe's marry'd. 


Tran. jun, Marry'd ? 


Trum' 
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Trum. ſen. Ay, marry'd, ſo I ſay, marry'd this At. 
ternoon to Mr. ' Puxy 
Luc. What do they mean? 
Trum. ſen. And, Dick, | ha gota Wife too for you 
you ſhall ha pretty Mrs. Aurelia. 
Tun. jun. Lucia marry'd? 
Trium. ſen. Her Father and I are agreed of all Things; 
Hark you, Dick, ſhe has a brave Fortune no. 
Trum. jun. Marry'd to Puny? 
Jrum. ſen. You ſhall have her preſently, 
Trum. jun. This Afternoon? 
* Tram. ſen. Come, Dick ; there's a Wife for you, 
icl. 
Trum. jun. I 8 
Trum ſen. What do you ſay, Sir? 
Trum. jun. I wo not marry, Sir. 
Trum ſen. Get you out o' my Sight, © you Rebel. 
Foll. Nay =_ Mr. Truman. 


again; I tell you, Colonel, he's always thus, with his 
wo'nots and his cannots. 


SCENE X. 
Enter Puny. 


Tram. ſen. |'ll ne'er acknowledge him for my Son 


_ ay nd 
OOO 
* 


" We ha' made ſhort Work on't; was 2 brave 1 


| quick Parſonides : The little fkittiſh Philly got away 
from me, I know not how, like an Eel out of a Baſket. 


Foll. Give him a little time, Mr. Truman, he's 
troubled yet at my Neice's Marriage, twill over quickly. | 
Tan. ſen. Give my Son Time, * Jol! Marry * 


— 
| -GCENTE xL 


Enter Aurelia, (after Puny. ) 

| As. What, ha you done already ? You're a ſweet 
Huſband indeed. | 

_ Pun. Oh! My little vie of Honour ! Here here's 
the five hundred Marygolds; hold thy Hand, Did-— 
Yonder's my Wife, by Satan; how a Devil that little 
Mephoſtophilus got hither before me? 


Aur. To her, Puny ; never conceal the Myſtery any 


longer, "tis too good a Jeſt to be * cloſe. 


Tum. 


r 


. 
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Trum. ſen. For your ſake I will then, Colonel; 
Come pr ythee, Dick, be cbearful 5 


Trum jun. I beſeech you — = 
Trum ſen. Look you there, Colonel; now he ſhould 
do what l would have him, now he's a beſeeching 


*tis the proudeſt ſtubborneſt ( oxcomb 


Pun. [to Folly ] And now, my noble Uncle — nay, 


never be angry at a Marriage i” the way of Wit—My 
far Egyptian Queen, come to thine Anthony. 


Luc. What would this rude Fe low have? 
Trum. Jun. I am drown'd in Wonder ! 
Pun. Twas |, my dear Phi/octea, that marry'd thee 


een now in the dark Room, like an amorous Cat ; you 
may remember the Damaſk Bed by a better Token of 


two than a baw'd Ph:/ip and Mary, 
Luc. I ca'l Heav'n to witneſs, | 
Which will pro ect and juſtife the Innocent, 
J underſtand not the leaſt Word he utters, 
But as I took hem alw:y; for a Fool, 
I now do for a Mad man. | 
Aur. She's angry yet to have miſtook her Man. 
Ta Jolly.} Tis true Sir. all that Mr. Puny ſays, 1 


mean for the Marriage; f. x the reſt, ſhe's beſt able to 


anſwer for her ſelf. 

Luc. True, ouſin; then I ſee tis ſome Conſpiracy 

t enſnare my Honour add my Innocence. 
Aur. The Parſon, Mr. Sealer, that mary d em is 


all within. 


Will. He's i'th' Buttery, mall I call him, Sir! ? 
Joll. Ay, quickly. 


Trum jun. Tis the Sight of me, no doubt, confounds 


| her with a Shame to confeſs any thing: It ſeems that 


ſudden Fit of raging Luſt, that brought her to my 


Chamber, could not reſt "ill it was ſatisfy'd, It ſeems 1 
know not what. 


Euter Mr. Soaker. | 

Fell Mr. Soaker, did you marry my Neice this Af- 
ternoon to Mr. Puny, in the Matted Chamber? | 

| Soak. Ves, Sir, I hope your Worſhip won't be an- 

&y ; ; Marriage, your Worſhip knows, is honourable. 

Lac. Haſt thou no Conſcience neither? 


D SCENE 


— = 


he mends his 23 
ſawee, come home. 
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SCENE XII. 


Enter Widow, Tabitha, Cutter i in a Paritanical Habit. 


Fell. Neice, go in a little, I'll come t you preſently 
and examine this Matter further; Mr. um, lead in 


your Wife for Shame. 


Luc. Villain, come not near me, I'll ſooner ach n 


| Scorpion OTA Viper. q [Extt. 


Pun. She's as humourous as a Bell. Rope ; ; ſhe need 


not be ſo cholerick, I'm ſure I behav'd bo ang like 


Propria que maribus, 


Aur. Come in with me, Mr. Puny, I'll teach you F 


how you ſhall handle her. [Exeunt Aur. Pun. 
Foil. Mr. Truman, pray take your Son home, and 


ſee how you can work upon him there; ſpeak fairly to 


him. 


Trom. ſen. Speak fairly to my Son ? PI ſee him bu- 


ry'd firſt. 


' Foll. I mean, perſuade him 


Trum. ſen. Oh! that's another matter; I will per- 4 


: * him, Colonel, but if ever I ſpeak fair to him till 
Come along with me Jack- 


Tun. jun. Ay, Sir, any whicher:, 
[ Excunt Tr 


3 Tram un. 


id. What's the M alter, Brother Colonel, are there 


: any Broils here ? 


Joll. Why, Siſter, my Neice has marry'd without 


my Conſent, and ſo it pleaſes, it e en * Heav n to 


beſtow her Eſtate upon me. 

17:1. Why, Brother, there's a Bleſſing now already: 
Tf you had been a wicked Cavalier flill, ſhe'd ha“ done 
her Duty, I warrant you, and defrauded you of the 
whole Fate ; my Brother Culter here is grown the 
heavenlieſt Man o' the ſudden, tis his Work. 

Cut. Siſter Barcbottle, J muſt not be call'd Cutter any 
more, that is a Name of Cawa/cre Darkneſs ; the Devil 


was a Cutter from the Beginning; my Name is now 
A-dnege, | had a Viſion which whilper'd to me through . 


a Key-hole, Go call thy ſelf Alednego. 
{ ab. The wonderful Vocation of ſome Veſſels! 
Cut. 


5 
2 
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Cut. It is a Name that fignifies fiery Furnaces, and 


Tribulatioa, and Martyrdom, I know I am to ſuffer 


for the Truth. 1 8 
Tab, Not as to Death, Brother, if it be his Will. 
Cut. As to Death, Siſter, but I ſhall gloriouſly return. 
Joll. What, Brother, after Death? That were mira. 

culous. CO TER Ono | 

Cut. Why the Wander of it is, that it is to be mira- 
culous. 8 | = | 
7211. But Miracles are ceas'd, Brother, in this wicked 


Age of Cavaleriſm. 


Cut. They are not ceas'd, Brother, nor ſhall they 
ceaſe till the Monarchy be eftabliſh'd. „0 
I ſay again, 1 am to return, and to return upon a 


Purple Dromedary, which ſignifies Magiſtracy, with 
an Axe in my Hand that is call'd Reformation, and I 


am to ſtrike with that Axe upon the Gate of Wifminfler - 


Hall, and ery, Down Babylon, and the Building call'd 


W:ftminſter-Hall is to run away, and caſt it ſelf into 


the River, and then Major-General Harriſon is to come 


in green Sleeves from the North upon a Sky-colour'd- 
Mule, which fignifies heavenly Inſtruction. 

Tab. Oh the Father ! He's as full of Myſteries as an 
Egg is full of Meat. or oe 
Cut. And he is to have a Trumpet in his Mouth as 
big as a Steeple, and at the ſounding of that Trumpet 


all the Churches in London are to fall down. | 


Mid. Oh ſtrange, what Times ſhall we ſee here in 
Door England! | 
Cut. Ard then Venner ſhall march up to us from the 
Weſt in the Figure of a Wave of the Sea, holding in his 
Hand a Ship that ſhall be cail'd the Ark of the Re- 


form'd. 


Foll. But when muſt this be, Bro:her Abeduego? 

Cut. Why all theſe things are to be when the Cat of 
the North has o'ercome the Lion of the South, and 
when the Mouſe of the Weſt has ſlain the Elephant of 
the Eaſt. I do hear a filent Voice withia me, that bids 


me riſe up preſently, and declare theſe things to the Con- 


gregation of the Lovely in Colman ſtreet. Tabitha, 


| Tabitha, Tabitha, I call thee thrice, come along with 


me, Tabitha. [ Exie. -. 
D 2 Tab.. 


— 5 — —— —— —— on ↄ [ . 
— — — — — —— - 
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Tab. There was ſomething of this, I remember, in 
my aſt Vifion of Horns the other Day. Holy Man! 
I tollow thee : Farewe!, forſooth, Mother, till anon. 
| Foil. Come, let's go in too, Siſter. | [ Excunt. 


ACT IV. SCENE I. 


E nter Truman Junior. 


F 0 H A T ſhall I think henceforth of Womankind ? 


When know Lucia was the beſt of it, 
And ſee her what ſheis? Whatare they made of ? 


_ ' heir Love, their Faith, their Souls enſlav'd to Paſſion! 
Nothing at their Command beſide their Tears, 
And we, vain Men, whom ſuch Heat · drops deceive ! 

_ Hereafter I will ſet my ſelf at Liberty, 
And if I figh or grieve, it ſhall not be 
For Love of one, but Pity of all the Sex. 


SCENE IL 
Enter "WY 


1 5 Ha! 4 he will not let me ſee her fure; 


If ever, Lucia, a Veil befitted thee, 


_ *Tis now, that thou may'ſt hide thy guilty Bluſhes. 


Luc. If all their Malice yet 


Have not prevaii'd on Truman's Conſtancy 38 


Tney' l miſs their wicked End, and I ſhall tive ill. 
Fl] go and ſpeak to him. 
Trum. Forbear Lucia, for I have made a' ſecond 


Oath, which I ſhall keep, I hope with leſſer trouble; 
never to ſee thy Face more. | 


Lac. You were wont, Sir, 


To lay, you could not live without the fight oft 


Trum. Ay, twas a good _ then. 
Luc. Has one Day ſpoil'd it:? 
Trum. O yes, more than a hundred Yews of time, 


| mace as much more by Sorrow, and by Sicknebs, coul@ 


ter a done. 
Luc. Pray hear me, Truman : 
For never innocent Maid was wrong'd as I am; 


Believe 


<a. i. " HOT 


\ 
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Believe what I ſhall ſay to you, and confirm 
By all the holieſt Vows that can bind Souls. 3 
_ "Gum. I have believ'd thoſe Female Tricks too long; 
I know thou canſt ſpeak winningly, but thy Words 
Are not what Nature meant them, thy Mind's Picture; 
I'll believe now what repreſents it better, > 
Thine own Hand, and the Proof of mine own Eyes. 
Lac. I know not what you mean; believe my Tears: 
Dan. They're Idle empty Bubbles, 
Rais' d by the Agitation of thy Paſſions, 
And hollow as thy Heart; there is no Weight in em. 
Go thou, once Lucia; Farewel, 
Thou that wer't dearer to me once, than all 
* The outward things of all the World beſide, 
Or my own Soul within me, farewel for ever; 
Go to thine Husband, and love him better than 
Thou didft thy Lover. N 
I ne'er will ſee thꝛe more, nor ſhall, I fear, 
E'er ſee my ſelf again. 5 e 
Tuc. Hear me but once. | r 
Trum. No, tis enough; Heav'n hear thee when thou 
kneel'ſt to it. F [Zæit. 
Lac. Will he? He's gone; now all the World has 
—_—__ = e Ca | 
And I am deſolately miferable ; | . 
"Tis done unk indly, moſt unkindly, Traman. 
Had a bleſs'd Angel come to me, and ſaid, 
That thou wert fa ſe, I ſhould have ſworn it ly d, 
And thought that rather fall'n than thee. - 
Go, dear, falle Man, go ſeek out anew Miſtreſs; | 
But when you ha' talk'd, and lov'd, and vow'd, and 


ſworn, | 


A little while, take heed of uſing her 


As you do me; no, may your Love to her 
De ſuch as mine to you, which all thy Injuries 
Shall never change, nor Death it ſelf aboliſh. 
May ſhe be worthier of your Bed than I, 
And when the happy Courſe of many Years 
Sha | make you appear old to all but her, 
May you in the fair Glaſs of your f:eſh Iſſue 
See your own Youth again; but I would have 'em 
True in their Loves, and kill no innccent Maids ; 
92 85 N 3 For 
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For me it is no matter; when Im dead, 

My buſie Soul ſhall flutter: {till abeat him, 
will not be elſe in Heaven; it ſhall watch 

Over his Sleep*, and drive away all Dreams 

Fhat come not with a ſoft and downy Wing; 

If any Dangers threaten, it ſhall becken 
And call his Spirit away, till they be paſt, 

And be morediligent than his Guardian Angel; 
# And when juſt Heav'n, as I'm aſſur'd it will, 
Shall clear my Honour and my Innocence, 

He'll figh, I know, and pity my Misfortunes, 

And $4.45 himſelf, and curſe my falſe Accuſers, 

And weep upon my Grave, 

For my wrong' d Virtue, and miſtaken Truth, 4 
4 And unjuſt Death, I aſk no more. [Exit.. 


| p SCENE I. 
| es | Enter Truman Junior. 


_ "Twas barbarouſly done to leave her ſo; a 
K Kneeling and weeping to me; was inhuman; 
| I'll back and take my Leave more civilly, | 
So as befits one who was once her Worſhipper. | 
| ([des over the Hage, and comes back. 
3 She” 3 gone; w ay let her go; | feel her ſtill, 
feel the Root of her, laboucing within 
i o ſprout af-eſh, but I will pluck it ap, 
Or tea - my Heart with it. 4 
-"*GCTN E IV. ? 
Enter Jolly, and Truman Senior. . 
| Foll. He's there, Sir; pray let him now reſolve you, 
poſitively, what he means to do. 
Trum. ſen. What he means to Co, Colonel! ? that 
_ vere fine. 
| faith : if he be my Son, he ſhall mean .. ; 
Boys mult not have their Meanings, Colonel; 
Let him mean what I mean, with a Wennion. 1 
Tum. jun. 1 ſhall be preſt, I ſee, by em, upon the 
hateful Subject of a Marriage; 
And to fill up the Meaiure of Affliction, | 
Now: I have loſt that which I lov'd, compell'd, | 
To take that which J hate. 


Trum. 
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Trum. ſen. I will not be troubled, Colonel, with his 
Meanings, if he do not marry her this very Evenin 
(for I'll ha' none of his Flim flams, and his May-be's} 
| F'll ſend for my Son Jom from St. Fohn's College (he's 
a pretty Scholar I can tell you, Colonel, I have heard 
him ſyllogize it with Mr. Sva ter in Mood and Fi gure) 
and ſettle my Eſtate upon him with her; if he bang his 
Meanings too, and his Sympathies, Pil Diſinherit em 
both, and marry the Maid my ſe f, if ſhe can like me, I 
have one Tooth yet left, Colonel, and that sa Colt's one. 

Trum. jun. Did I ſubmit to loſe the ſight of Lucia, 
Only to ſave my unfor:urate Inheritance, 
And can there be impos'd a harder Article. 
Fer me to boggle at? 

Wou d 1 had been born ſome . Peaſant's Song. 
And never known what Love or Riches were. 
Ho l'll marry n.2 ſhould I not?: 

If I 
| Muft marry ſome body, 
And hold my F ſtate E "WY 2 laviſh Tenure, 
Why not her as well a: any elſe ? 
All Women are alike, I fee by Lucia, 
Tis but reſolving to be miſerable, 
And that is reſolv'd for me by Deſtiny, 
Foll. Well, try him Pray, but do it kindly, Sir,. 
And artificially. : 
Tum. ſen. I warrant you; Dick, I'll ha' you marry 
Mrs. Aurelia to Night. = 
Trum. jun. To Night? The Warning's ſhort, Sir, 
and i it May be 
Trum. len. Why look you, Colonel, he s at's old 
Lock, he's at's May bees again. 
Trum. jun. I know not, Sir 


Trum. ſen. Ay, and his Know nots, you ſhall have 


him at his Wo'nots preſently ; Sirrah—1 will have you 
know, Sir — 
Fell. Nay, good Mr. Truman 
what Anſwer be intends to make you. 
Trum. jun. Be pleas'd, Sir, to conſider | 
Trum. ſen. Look you, Sir, 1 mult e now, he 
upbraids his Father with the Want of Conſideration, 
like a Varlet as he is. 


—you know not yet 


Tr KM. 
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* 
Foll. I Toy Mr. C Maw, have but a little 
Patience 
Your Father, Sir, deſires to know) 

Trum. ſen. I do not deſire him, Colonel, nor never 


will defire him 1 command him upon the Duty of a | 


Child —— 
Poll. Whether you can diſpoſe your ſelf to love and 
_ marry my Daughter Aurelia; and if you can, for ſeve- 
ul Reaſons we defire it may be preſently conſummated. 
Trum. jun. Out with it, ſtubborn Tongue 
I ſhall obey my Father, Sir, in all things. 
Tam. (en. Ha! What d ye ſay, 7 - 
Foll. This old teſty Fool is angry, I think, to have 
no more Occaſion given him of being ſo. | 
Trum jun. I ſhall obey you, Sir. 


Foll. You ſpeak, Sir, like a virtuous Gentleman 'Y 


the ſame Obedience and Refignation to a Father's Will 
J found in my Aurelia, and where two ſuch Perſons 
meet, the Iſſue cannot chuſe but be ſucceſsful. 
Trum. ſen. Ah Dick, my Son Dick, he was always 
the beſt natur d Boy — he was like his Father in that— 
he makes me weep with Tenderneſs, like an old Fool as 
I am—Thou ſhalt have all my Eſtate, Dich, I'll put my 
felf to a Penſion rather than thou ſhalt want—Go ſpruce 
up thy ſelf preſently, thou are not merry i'faith, Dich, 
pr'ythee be merry, Dick, and fetch fine Mrs. Aurelia 
_ preſently to the little Church behind the Colonel's Gar- 
| den; Mr. Soakey ſhall be there immediately, and wait 
for you at the Porch ; (we'll have it inſtantly, Colonel, 


done, leſt the young Fool ſhould relapſe) Come, dear 


Dick, let's go cherily on with the Buſineſs. 
Te jun. What have I ſaid? What am I doing 2 
The beſt is, it is no Matter what I ſay or do. 
3 I'll ſee Aurelia ſhall be ready, and all things 0n 
my within this half Hour. 
oy ſen. Good, honeſt, noble Colonel, let me 


fake you by the Hand. Come, dear Dick, we loſe | 


[ Exennt. 


SCENE 


berit the Grapes of Canaan. | 
Tab. My Mother will be angry, I'm afraid. 


me at Tom Unaerle:ther my Shoemaker's Houſe ? 
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Enter Cutter, Tabitha, a Boy. , 
Cut. And the Viſion told me, Siſter Tabitha, that 


this ſame Day, the firſt of the ſeventh Month, in the 
| Year of Grace, 1658, and of Revelation, and Con- 


fuſion of Carnal Monarchies the tenth, that we two, 
who are both holy Veſſels, ſhould by a holy Man, be 


+ * join'd together in the holy Band of ſanctify d Matri- 


mony. 
Tab. Ay, Brother Abeduego; but our Friends Con- 


ſents 


Cut. Heav'n is our Friend, and, Siſter, Heav'n puts 
this in our Thoughts; it is, no doubt, for Propagation 


of the great Myſtery ; there ſhall ariſe from our two 


Bodies a great Confounder of Gogmagog, who ſhall be 
called the Peſtle of Antichriſt, and his Children fhall in- 


Cut. Your Mother will rejoice, the Viſion ſays ſo, 


| Fifer, the ifion ſays your Mother will rejoice ; how 


will it rejoice her righteous Heart to ſee you Tabitha, 


riding behind me upon the Purp'e Dromedary ? I would 


not for the World that you ſhould do it, but that we 


are commanded from above; for to do Things without 
the aforeſaid Command, is like unto the building of a 


Fire without the Bottom cake. + i 
Tab. Ay, ay, that it is, he knows. F 
Cut. Now to confirm to you the Truth of this Viſion, 


\ there is to meet us at a zealous Shoemaker's Habitation 
| hard by here, by the Command of a Viſion too, our 
| Brother Zephaniah Eats, an Opener of Revelations to 


the Worthy in Mary White-Chappel, and he is the choſen 

Veſſel to join our Hands. : 
Tab. I would my Mother knew't; but if that holy 

Man come too by Viſion, I ſha'l have Grace, I hope, 


not to reſiſt. | | 
Cut. Siſter, let me ſpeak one Word of Iaſtruction to 


yonder Babe. 


Tab. Oh how my Bowels yern! 


Cut. Sirrah, is my little Doctor already ſtaying for 
Boy: 


46 CUT TER of Coleman-Street. 


| thy odious Compariſons. 5 5 
Pun. The Colonel's raging mad, like a Baker in the | 
Suburbs, when his Oven's over- heated. | Seng 


* 


Bey. Yes, Sir, but he's in ſo ſtrange a Habit, that 


Mr. Underleather's Boy Frank, and |, were ready to 


die with laughing at him. 


| Cat, Oh ſo much the better; go you little Piece of | 
2 and get every thing ready againſt I come | 
K. | 


[ Exit Boy. 


_ Siſter, that Babe you ſaw me ſpeaking to, is predeſtina- 
ted to Spiritual Mightineſs, and is to be Reftorer of the 
Myſtical Tribe of Gad— | 71 
Tab. Oh the Wonderous——But, Brother 4be4nego, 
will you not pronounce this Evening-tide before the Con- 


ation of the Spotleſs in Coleman Street ? 


3 t. The Will of the latter Viſion is to be fulfilled 


firſt, as a Preparatory Viſion; let us not make the Meſ- 
ſenger of Myſtery, who is ſent by a Viſion ſo far as from 
Mary White-Chappel for our Sakes, to ftay too long from 
his lawful Vocation of Baſket-making. Come, Siſter 


Tabitha. Tn = 
BR  * Hei, ho! But I will not refit,  [Exeunt. 


SCENE VI. 
” Enter Jolly, Puny, Worm, 
| Foll. Mr. Puny, fince you threaten me, I tell you 


plainly I think my Neice has undone her ſelf by marry- 
ing thee ; for tho thou haſt a fair Eſtate at preſent, I'm 


hainouſly miſtaken if thou beeſt not cheated of it all 


within theſe three Years by ſuch Rabbet-ſuckers as theſe,  * 
that keep thee Company, and like lying Sons o the 
Devil as they are, cry thee up for a Wit, when there's 


nothing ſo unlike, no not any of thy own Similitudes, 


Wor. Good, very good i' faich. 5 
Fall. Ay, that was one of em; as for her Portion, I 
thought to ha” given her a thouſand Pounds, but— 

Pun. O magnanimous Colonel! What a Portion for 


' a Tooth-pick-maker's Daughter . 
Wer. Good, ſhoothim thick with Similes likeHail-ſhot. | 


Fell. But now thou ſhalt not have a Groat with her. 


Pun. What not a poor old Harry Groat, that looks as 
thin asa Poet's Cloak 


But however, my noble Moun- 


F 
. 


tain- 


nel! 


t. 
. 
11 
* 
* 


3 
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tain-hearted Uncle, I ha' made her Maiden-head a 
crack'd Groat already, and if I ha' nothing more from 
her, ſhe ſhall ha' nothing more from me ; no, ſhe ſhall 
foot Stockings in a Stall for me, or make Children's Caps 
in a Garret fifteen Stories high. 
7oll. For that matter (for though thou ſpeak'ſt no 
Senſe, I gueſs thy brutiſh Meaning) the Law will allow W- 
her honourable Alimony out o' your Foolſhip's Fortune. 
Pun, And the Law will allow me her Portion too, 
Colonel Uncle, you're not too big to be brought 


into Veſtminſter- Hall; nay, Captain, his Neice uſes me 


worſe too, ſhe will not let me touch the Nail of her 

little Finger, and rails at me like a Flounder-mouth'd 

Fiſh-woman with a Face like Billingſgate. 5 
Joll. What Fleſh can ſupport ſuch an affected Wid- 


geon, who has not a Deſign to cheat him of ſomething 


that that Vermin has? Well, I ſhall be able to Live 


now I hope as befits a Gentleman, and therefore I'll 
. endure the Company of Fops and Knaves no longer. 


Mor. Come, Colonel, let's go in, and diſpute the 


Difference conſcienciouſly over a Bottle o' Sack. 


Fol. J keep no Tavern, Worm, or if I did, thy 


whole Eftate would hardly reach to a Jill. 


Wor. Colonel, thou art grown unkind, and art Drunk 


this Afternoon without me. 


Fell. Without thee, Buffoon ? Why I tell thee, thou 
ſhalt never ſhew that odd, pimping, cheating Face o 


_ thine within my Doors again, I'll turn away any Man 


o' mine that ſhall diſparage himſelf to drink with ſuch a 


| Fellow as thou art. 


War. As I? Why what am I, pray? mighty Colo- 


| Fell. Thou art or haſt been every thing that's ill, 
there is no ſcandalous way of Living, no Vocation of 


the Devil, that thou haſt not ſet up in at one time or 


other ; Fortune has whipp'd thee about through all her 


Streets; thou'rt one that lives like a Raven, by Provi- 


dence and Rapine ; now thou'r: feeding upon that raw 
young Fellow, and doſt devour and knaw him; thou'rt 
one, that if thou ſhould'it by chance go to Bed ſober, 
would'ſ write i: down in thy 41:nanack, for an unlucky 
Day; Sleep is not the Image of Death to thee, _ 
| | ou 


— ———̃—— Et et 9s — — 


what 
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thou beeſt dead drunk ; thou art I know not 

thou'rt any thing, and ſhalt be to me here · 

after nothing. 

Pun. This Colonel piſſes Vinegar to Day. 
Wor. This is uncivil Language, Colonel, to an « 


Comrade, and one of your own Party. 


Poll. My Comrade? O' my Party thou! Or any but 
the Party of the Pick purſes! 

Pun. This bouncing Bear of a Colonel will break the 
Back of my little "Whelp of a Captain, unleſs I take 
him off; come away Captain, I'll firk his Back with 


two Bum-bailiffs, till he ſpew up every — of her 


Portion. 
Joll. Fare- ye well, Gent emen, come not near theſe 


Doors if you love your Leather, I'Il ha' my Scullions 
batter you with Bones and Turnips, and the Maids 


drown you with Piſs-pots, if you do but approach the 

Windows; theſe are ſawcy Knaves indeed, to come to 

me for Pounds and Portions. [ Exit. 
Mor. Poverty, the Pox, an ill Wife, and the Devil 


8 with thee, Colonel. 


Pur. I vex'd him to the Gills, Vorm, when 1 put 


that bitter Bob o' the Baker upon him. 

Vor. Ay, Is't e'en ſo? Not come to your Houſe? : 
By Fove I'll turn him out of it himſelf by a Trick that ! 
have. 


Pur. Fiſh! Thou ta k ſt 2s ravingly as 3 Colter-mon- 
ger in a Fever. 
Vor. I'll do't, by ove. 
Pun. How, pr'ythee, Captain? What does thy 
Pericranum mean? 

War. Why here I ha' t, by 3 1 Pm raviſh'd with 


the Fancy of it; let me ſee——let me ſee—— his Bro- 


ther went ſeven Years ago to Guiney- 


Pun. Ay, but the Merchants ſay he's dead long fince, 7 


and gone to the Blackamoors below. 


Face. 


ir. Iknew bim very well, and am pretty like bim, 


iker than any of your Similitudes, Puny; by long 


Converſation | 


& > wid ed Af 


nen 1 


Mor. The more Knaves they; he lives, and I'm the | 
Man. : 
Pan. Ha, ha, ha ! Thou ta 'k'ſt like a ſowc'd Hog' 9 


„* 


„ „ A 8- 


Ee © a had 


t 5 
1 


Converſation with him, and the Colonel, I know all 


Paſſages betwixt em; and what his Humour and his 
Eſtate was, much better than he himſelf, when he was 


alive; he was a ſtranger thing than any Monſter ia 


dfrich where he traded. 
Pun. How, pr'ythee, Captain? I love theſe old fan- 
taſtical Things as an Alderman loves Lobſters. 
Wer. Why, you muſt know, he had quite loſt his 
Memory, totally, and yet thought himſelf an able Maa 
for Buſineſs, and that he did himſelf all that was done 


by his Man John, who went always along with him L 


like a Dog with a blind Man. 
Pun. Ha, ha, ha! Sublimel yfantaſtical. 
Mor. He carry'd a Scrowl — him of Memoran- 


dums, even of his Daughter's and his Brother's Names,. 


and where his Houſe ſtood ; for as I told you, he re- 
member'd nothing ; and when his Scrowl failed, John 
was his Remembrancer, we were wont to call kim Re- 


| membrancer John. 


Pun. Ha, ha, ha! Rarely exotick ; PI act that Ap- 
ple John, never was ſuch a Jobs as I; not Jobs o'“ 
Gant, or Fobn © Nokes, I will turn Remembrancar 
Jobn, as round az a Wedding-Ring, ha, ha, haf 

Wor. Well ſaid! But you muſt lay aſide Conceits for 


a while, and remote Fancies. Ul teach you his Hu- 


mour iuſtantly, now will I and my Man Fohn ſwarthy | 
our Faces over as if that Country's Heat had made em 


| fo, (which will diſguiſe us ſufficiently) and attire our 


ſelves in ſome ſtrange Habits o' thoſe Parts (I know not 


how yet, but we ſhall ſee it in Speed's Maps) and come 


and take Poſſeſſion of our Houſe and Eſte. 
Pun. Dear Ovid, let's about thy Metamorphoſis. 
Mor. Twill be diſcover d perhaps at laſt, but, how- 
ever, for the preſent 'twill break off his Match with the 
Widow (which makes him fo proud now) and therefore 
it muſt be done in the twinkling of an Eye, for they ſay 
he's to marry her this Night; if all fail, twill be at leaſt 


a merry Bout foran Hour, and a Maſk tothe Wedding. 


Pun, Quick, dear Rogue! quick as Precipitation. 
Wor. I know where we can ha” Cloaths hard by here; 

give me ten Pounds to hire em, and come away ; but 

of all things, Man ob», 1 heed of being ww 


Pun. 
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Pun. Ay, that's the Devil on't: Well, go, I'll fol- ; 


low you behind like a long Rapier. [Exennt. 


8 C E NE VII. 
Enter Aurelia. 


could play ſuch a Trick with Mr. Tramas, as he ſhould 
| ſmart ſorely for the reſt of his Life, and be reveng'd 
abundantly on my Couſin for getting of him from me, 
when I was ſuch a fooliſh Girl three Years ago, as to 
de in Love with him. 

But they would have us marry'd inſtantly. 

The Parfon ſtays for us at Church. I know not what 
to do——all muſt out——Ods my Life he's _y to 
fetch me ** to Church already. 


SCENE VIII. 
Enter Truman Junior. 
8 jun. I muſt go through with it now 3 
Pell marry her, 
And live ive with her according to the 3 
But I will never touch her as a Woman. 
She ſtays for me—— Madam 
n 
Trum. jun. I cannot out with homes, 
| Aur, — 
Tian. jun. Muſt we go marry, Madam ? 
Aur. Our Friends will have it ſo, it ſeems. 


Trum. jun. Why will you marry me? * is there 4 


in me 
That can deſerve your Liking ? J mall be 
The moſt untoward and ill- fa vour d Huſband 
That ever took a melting Maid d' his Bed; 
The Faculties of my Soul are all untun'd, 
And ev'ry Glory of my ſpringing Youth 
Is fall'n in into a ſtrange and ſudden Winter. 
You cannot love me ſure. 
Aur. Not to Diſtraction, Sir. 
| Freon. jon. No, nor I you; why Dodd we nam 
en? —- 
It were a Folly, were it no-, Aurelia? PP: 


. Av, If they would allow me but a little Time, 1 | 


oc ths wy wo 0 


els ds eo ˙ ²— uU bd eee. 
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Aur. Why they ſay, tis the beſt Marriage, when like 
is join d to like; now we ſhall make a very even Match, 
for neither you love me, nor | love you, and *is to be 
hop'd we may get Children that will love neither of us. 

Trum. jun Nay, by my Soal, I love you, but alas, 
Not in that way that Huſbands ſhould their Wives; 
I cannot toy, nor kiſs, nor do [ know not what, 


And yetT was a Lover, as true a Lover — :?“ 


Aur. Alack a day 
Trum. = *I'was then (mechought) the only Hap- 
meſs 
To fit and talk, and look upon my Mitreſs, 
Or if ſhe was not by, to think upon her ; 
Then ev'ry Morning, next to my Devotion, 
| Nay often too (forgive me Heav'n). before i it, 
She ſl'pp'd into my Fancy, and I took it 
As a good Omen for the following Day; 
It was a pretty fooliſh kind of Life, 
An honeſt, harmlefs Vanity; but now 
The faireſt Face moves me no more, than a 
Or Lillies when I ſee em, and pals by ; 
And I as ſoon ſhould deeply fall in Love 
With the freſh Scarlet of an Eaſtern Cloud, 
As the red Lips and Cheeks of any Woman. 
I do confeſs, Aurelia, thou art Fair, 
And very Witty, and (I think) Well. natur d 
But thou'rt a Woman ſtill. 
Aur. The Sight of you, Sir, 
Makes me not repent at a | my being ſo. 
Trum. jun. And pr 'ythee now, Aurelia, tell me cruly, 
Are any Women conſtant in their Vows ? 
Can they continue a whole Month, a Week, 
And never change their Faith? Oh! if they could. 
They would be excellent Things; nay, ne' er diflemble ; . 
Are not their Luſts unruly, and to them 
_ Tyrants as their Beauties are to us? 
Are their Tears true, and ſolid when they. weep 
Aur. Sure, Mr. Truman, you ha'nt flevt of k of n_ 
- 4 ſhould be marry d to Night, what would you do | 
or Sheep? 
Tram. jun. Why ? do not marry'd People fleep o: 
Nights? 


E.2. Aur 
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But we'll not live as other People do. 
We'll find out ſome new ome way of Love, 
Some way of Love that few ſhall imitate, 
Yet :I admire; for 'tis a ſordid thing, 
That Luft ſhould dare i infinuate it ſelf 
Irto the Marriage Bed; we'll get no Children, 
The worſt of Men and Women can do that ; 
. ſides too, if our Iſſue ſhould be Female, 
They would all learn to flatter and diſſemble, 
They would deceive with Promiſes and Vows 
Some ſimple Men, and then prove falſe, and kill em. 
Mou d they not do't, Aurelia? 
Aur. Ay, any thing, Mr. Truman ; ; but what ſhall 

we do, Sir, when we're marry'd, pray? 


Trum. jun. Why! we'll live very lovingly together, 


Sometimes we'll fit and talk of excellent Things, 
And laughat the Nonſenſe of the World, 
Sometimes we'll walk together, 


Sometimes we'll read, and ſometimes eat, and ſome- 
times ſleep, 


And ſometimes pray; and then at lat we'll die, 
And go to Heav'n together; 'twiil be rare! 


Aur. We may do all 2 and never marry = 


ſor the matter. 
Trum. jun. Tis true, we may ſo! 
| But fince our Parents are reſolv'd upon it, 
In ſuch a Circumſlance let em have their Hamour. 
My Father ſent me in to compliment, 
And keep a prating here, and play the Fool; 
] cannot do't ; what ſhould I ſay, Aurelia? 
What do they uſe to ſay ? 
Har. I believe you knew, Sir, when * woo'd my 
Couſin. 


Trum. jun. Ay, but thoſe Days | are paſt; they re 


gone for ever, 
And nothing elſe but N ights are to ſucceed em 
Gone like the Faith and Truth of Women kind, 
And never to be ſeen again! O Lucia 

Thou waſt a wondrous Angel in thoſe Days 


= 3 © 
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Of thy bleſt State of Innocence. 


There was a Cheek A Forehead! And an —— 
Did you obſerve her Eye, Aurelia? 


Aur. O yes, Sir! there were pretty Babbies init. 
Tran. jun. It was as as the Eye of Heaw 'n; 


Like the Soul's Eye it pierc'd through ev'ry thing: 


And then her Hands — her Hands of liquid Ivory! : 
Did ſhe but touch her Lute (che pleaſing ſt Harmony 
Then upon Earth, when ſhe herſelf was filent) 


The ſubtile Motion of her flying Fingers 
— Taught Mufick a new Art, to take the Sight as well as 


Aur. Ay, Sit, ay! you'd beſt go lock ber out, and 


ö marry her, ſhe has but one Huſband yet. 


Trum. jun. Nay, pr'ythee, good Aurelia, be not angry. 
For I will never love, or ſee her more. 


T'do not ſay ſhe was more Fair than thou art, 


Yet if I did No, but I w.'not ſay ſo; 
Only allow. me this. one ſhort laſt Remembrance of one 


 Toy'd fo long. And now I think on't, I'll beg a Fa- 


ww — 7—⁰—5Ü— wort if 


would fain marry thee-ſo; 

is an odd fooliſh Fancy, I confeſs. 
But Love and Grief may be allow'd fometimes: 

A little innocent Folly. 


None but our ſelves; 


vour of you, you will laugh at me I know, when yo 
have heard it, but pr'ythee grant it; tis that you would 
de  veil'd, as Lucia was of tos, for this 2 T: 


Aur. Good! This Fool will help me, I ſee, to cheat 
himſelf; 


At a dead Lift: a little Hint will ſerve me. 


Fildo it for him to the Life. _ 
Trum. jun Will you, Aurelia? 
Aur. That's but a ſmall R you'll ha- Power 


anon to command me 
Trum. jun. We walker 3 | 
warten fo how 


Aurelia. 


Why do I tick. A a fatal Step 
That muſt be made? Aurelia, are you ready ? 
The Miniſter ſtays for us. 


Aur. I'll but g9 in and take my. Veil, as you com- 


mand me, Sir; 


54 CUFTER of Colemap-Street, 
Walk but a few Turns in the Garden, in leſe that 
ha'f an Hour IH come to you ; ha, ha, hal [IT. 
Trum. jun. I go, I am condemn d, and muſt obey; 


The Executioner Hage ſor me at Church. [ Pxie, 
a 1 8 3 — 


ACT v. SCENE 1. 


Enter Colonel Jolly, and Will. 
Ja. QO,1 

Ke down marry'd us, methinks, with con- 
venient Frevity; I have ſome hold now upon my Eſtate 


agam; (tho* the, I conſeſe, be a Clog upon it worſe 
than a Mortgage) that, my good Neigh 


comes upon his ſeeking, go to his Daughter Tabitha, 
whom Cutter has got by this time, and promiſes me to, 
live like an honeſt Gentleman hereafter ; now be may 


do ſo comfanably and merrity. She marry d e.thus 
arges 5. 


ſuddenly, like a good Hufwife, purely to fave C 
however tho” we'll have a good Su 
Fo Long Will, is the Cook lag 


Will. Ves, Sir, he's very hard at his Buſineſs ; he's 
ſwearing and curſing in the Kitchen, that your 2 ; 


may hear him hither ; he'll fright my new old 
out of the Houſe. 188 


Felt. Tis fach an over-roaſted Coxcomb— — Bid him 
be ſure to ſeaſon well the Veniſon that came in luckily, 


to Day. Go 


Will. Troch, Sir, I dare not ſpeak to him now, un- 
orſhip 


le's I ſhould put on your Worſhip's Armour that lyes 
hid in the Barrel below; ke'd like to have ſpitted me 


| Jook'd like the Or tal toaſted whole in St. James's 
| Fair. War TD 7 * 


© Yell. See who's at Dovr. I ſhall ha” ſome plunder'd 


Plate, I hope, to entertain my Friends with, When we 
come to viſit the. Trunks with Iron-hoops; Who is't ? 
Nil. Nay, Heav'n knows, Sir; two Fiends, I think, 


to take away the Cook for ſwearing. They ha” thruſt 


maſter me. 
IT nr” SCENE 


o, I have her at laſt, and honeſt Joſeph 


* | | Neighbour Barebottle 
left wholly to his Wife ; almoſt all the reſt of the In- 


according to my 


: jul now, like a Gooſe as 1 was, for telling him he 


, - 
oa ., 


a 
N 
| 


dba! Little thought to ſee my old Houſe upon Tor. r- 


| Pun. The Time, Sir. 


frogs you: why you were dead five Years ago. 


till we look d like HO 
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Eater Worm and Puny, diſeuiſed like the Merchazt | 
and John. 


- Form. They'll hardly know us ut firſt in theſe lo- 


Habits. 
Pun. Ay, Sir, and as the Sun has us d us in thoſe * 
Countries. : 


Wir. Why, this is my old Houſe here, Toba; ha, 


* 


Hill . Where's my Brother Fall þ 
Fail. They call me Colonel Folly. 
Wor. Ha! let me ſee, 


[Looks on bid Nate. 


A burly Man of a moderate Stature,— J Beard a little 


| "A quick Eye, and a Noſe inclining to Re. 
Pun. Nay, * "tis my Maher s Worſhip, Sir, ; woold we 
were no more alter d fince our Travels. 


Wor. It agrees very well Save you, good Brother, 
dare ſay. 


you little thought to fee me here again, tho' I 
you wiſh'd it ; ſtay, let me fee, — r 
fince we went from hence? 5 
Pun. Tie now ſeven Years, Sir. . 
: Var. Seven? Meckinks Tur, here but Yeſterday, how 
the-what de-ye call it runs? How do you call it?: 


Wor. Ay, ay, the time Jobs; what was 1 dug 2 


I was telling you, Brother, that I hd quite forgot you ; 


wn L not telling him fo, Jabs? . 
Foll. Faith, we're both quits then ; TI ſwear I ba”. 


Was I? I ha” quite * Jabs, was 1 5 


dead five Vears ago? M Memory fail me very moch 
a” 


Pan. We wwe waekenn trad "_ we were taken 
by a barbarous Nation, and there made Slaves; 2 
quoth he ? I was poor Fohn oe they * 21 


- Wor. What, Sirrah, did your kunde lock like ru 


teach you lo tay your Maſter look'd ke what de-ye- 
call-'ums. 


Fell. Where did they take you Priſoners ? 


War. 


A 
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Wir. Nay, aſk Fobn, hecan tell you I warrant you; 
"twas in — tell him, Fob, where It Was. : 
| Pun. In Guiney. 

Jull. By what Countrymen were you taken? 

Wor. Why they were called I ba' forgot what- 
| they call em, twas an odd kind o Name, but Jobs 
can tell you. 
Pu. Who I, Sir? Do you think I can remember all- 
Things ? 

Wor. ' Tis i my Book here I. remember well. Name: 
any Nation under the Sun. 


Pun, 1 know the Name, Sir, well enough ; bet Loaly: - 


Maſter's Memory, twas the:Tartarians - 
Wer A Ay, ay, 64M the Men. 
 _ Fell. How Jahn? Why all the World, Mao, hes 
betwixt em, they live up in the North. 

Pun. The North ?. 

Toll. Ay, the very North, John. 

_ Pun, That's true indeed, but theſe were another Ne 
tion of Tartariaxs that .liv'd in the South, they came 
inciently from the others. 

Jul, How got you from em, Jule, at laſt? 

Pun. Why, faith, Sir, by a Lady's means, who, to 
tell you the Truth, fell in Love with me; my Mater 
Ras it all in his Book, "tis a brave Story, | 
(ng In what Ship came you back ? 

A Plague of't, that Queſtion will be our Ruin... 
' er. What Ship ? 'Twas call'd COINS that ſwims, . 
 whatd'ye call it? 

"Toll. The Mermaid? 

- Wor. No, no, let me ſee. 

5 The. Tritan? 

or. No, no, 2 Thing that 1 in the Water —.— 

It ſwims in the Water | 

Jul. What ist? The Dolphin ?. 
_ Wor. No, no, I ha! quite forgot the Nome on” tr but- 
"tis no matter, it ſwima ——- 

* Poll. What ſay you,. John? 
Pas. Ay, Sir, my Maſter knows well nb 2 you - 
can't conceive the Miſery we endur'd, Sir. 

Fell. Well, Brother, I'll but aſk you one Quetion 
more ; where Aer Win? 


. 


. 


1? My Memory is ſo ſhort- 


. 
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Pun. 'S'Life, now he's pos'd again — We ſhall never 
carry't through. 
"206. Til tel you preſently, Brother —let me ſee; 
Memor andums 8 my Will; Reads in his Scrowl. 
left to my Brother the whole Charge of my Eflate — 
hum hum ve thouſand Pounds —hum— What 


did you aſk me, Brother? 
Fell. In what Place you left your will ? 


Wor. Ay, that was it indeed that was the very 
thing you aſk'd me; what a treacherous — have 


Voll. This is no Anſwer to my Queſtion yet. 
- Wor. Tis true . What was A — 


FE Jrther? 


Fall. Where your Will? | 
| Wor. Good l 1 I z I ſhould forget you aſk'd me 


that! I had forgot it, i'faith, Law that I had, you'll 


pardon, I hope, my lafrmity, for I alas—— alas: 


| ha! forgot what I was ont to ay. to you, but I was 


ſaying ſomething, that 
Jill. Well, 1 Tm now in haſte, walk but 


| a while into that Parlour there, TI come to you Pre- 


Wor. But whos? s my Doug. 

Pun. Lucia, Sir? 

War. Ay, Lucia Put me in mind to aſk for her 
(a plague o your Tartariam.) ä | 

Pun. And o' your What-dee ye-call-'ems ems 2 

. Wor. Liſe, Tartarians. [Exennt — ww Fray. 

Foll. If theſe be Rogues, (as Rogues they ſeem to 


| be) I will ſo exerciſe my Rogues, the "Tyranny of 'a 


new Beadle over a Beggar ſhall be nothing to't ; what 
think'ſt thou of em, Will? 


Will. Faith, Sir, I know .not 


bee juſt my | 


_ Maſter's Noſe and upper Lip; but if you think it be 
not he, Sir, 1'll beat em worſe than the Tartarians did. 


Fall. No, let's try em firſt ——Trick for Trick—— 
Thou wert wont to be a precious Knave, and a great 


Actor too, a very Roſcius ; ; didſt * thou play once the 
Clown in Ain ſdoru ? 


Will. No, but I play'd the Bear, Sir; 
fas play Will. 
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Foll. The Bear! why that's as good a Part; thou'rt 


25 Adtor then 1'i] warrant thee, the Bear's a well-penn'd 


Part, and you remember my Brother's Humour, don't 
you ? They have almoſt hit it. 


Will. Ay, Sir, I knew the Shortneſs of his Memory, - 


he would always forget to pay me my Wages, till he 


was put in mind of't. 


Foll. Well ſaid, I'll dreſs thee within, and all the 
Servants ſhall acknowledge thee ; you conceive the De- 


ſign — be confident, and thou canſt not miſs ; but who 
all do truſty Jabs? 


Will Oh, Ralph the Butler, Sir, 's an excellent try'd 
Actor, he piay d a King once; I ha” heard him ſpeak a 
Play ex tempore in the Butteries. 


ug, Rx kd 


Foll. O excellent Ralph! Incomparable Ra ab, again "FR 


| the World! Come away, William, I'll give you In- 


— it muſt be done in a Moment. [Exeunt. 


SCENE ML. 
Enter Aurelia, and Jane. 


” Pat 


| dear Madam, to marry. me to Mr. Truman in a Veil in- 
ſtead of your ſelf; I can't chuſe but laugh at the very 
Conceit N "twill make excellent Sport: My Miſtreſs 
will be ſo mad when ſhe knows that I have got her — 
vant from her, ha, ha, ha 


Aur. Well, are you ready? Veil your ſelf all over, 


and never ſpeak one Word to him, whatever he ſays 
| (he'll ha” no Mind to ta much) but give him your Hand, 


and go along with him to Church; and when you come 
to, I rake tibet: mumb e it over that he mayn't diſtin- 


_ Euiſh the Voice. 

Fane. Ha, ha, ha! I can 't ſpeak for laughing — 
Dear, Honey, Madam, let me but go in and put on a 
e o Patches; you can't imagine how much pret- 
look with a Lozenge under the left Eye, and a 
Half-Moon o this Cheek, and then Ill but lip on the 


in a trice. 
| Fur. Don't ſtay; ; he's a fantaſtical Fellow, if the 
Whimſey take him, "he'll be gone. [Exeunt. 


SCENE 


Silver lac d Shoes that you gave me, and be with him 


- Yave. He, ha, ha! This is the beſt Plot e your, | 


. w os * 


— — 


„ . 


I'll Rand here to upbraid his 


. Wen ſaid, Boy, bring in the Things 
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SCENE IV. 


Enter Lucia. 
Lic. They ſay he's to paſs inſtantly this way, 
To lead his Bride to Church; ingrateſul . 
* Conſcience, 
And in that black Attire in which he ſaw me, 


When he ſpoke the laſt kind Words to me: 


'Twill now befit my Sorrows, _ = Widowhood of 5 
| Ay Love. | 
He comes alone, what can that mean ? 


SCENE V. 


Enter Traman Junior. 


| Gram. ” | Come, Madam, the Prieſt ſtays fr us 
too lon 
I aſk your ardon for my dull Delay, 
And am aſham'd of:'t. 
Luc. What does he mean? ru 80 with him whate'er . 


| it mean. | 1 


SCENE VI. 
Enter Cutter, Tabitha, and Boy. 


| Cor. Come to my Bed, my Dear, my Dear, [Sings. 
My dear come to my 
For the pleaſant Pain, and the Loſs with Gain, 
Ils the Loſs of a Maiden head. | 
vor the pleaſant, &c. 
_ Tas Is that a Pſalm, Brother Huſband, which you 


Ee. No, Siſter Wife, a ſhort Ejaculation only. 
[ Boy brings a Hat and Feather, Sword and 
Belt, | a lac'd Band and Peruke. 


Tab. What do you mean, Brother Abednego? You 
will not turn Cavalier, I hope, again; you will not o- 


pen before Sion, in the Dreſſings of Babylon ? 


Cut. What, do theſe Cloaths befit Queen Tabitha's 
Huſband upon her Day of Nuptials? IL his Hat, with a 
high black Chimney for a Crown, and a Brim no broad- 
er than a Hat band ? Shall I, who am to ride the Purple 
Dromedary, go dreſi d like Revelation Fats, the — 
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maker? Give me the Peruke, Boy; ſhall Empreſs Tai. 
tha's Huſband go as if his Head were ſcalded? Or wear 


the Seam of a Shirt here for a Band? Shall I, who am 
zealous even to ſlaying, walk in the Streets without a 


Sword, and not dare to thruſt Men frem the Wall, if 
any ſhall preſume to * t of Empreſs Tabitba? are 
as Fidlers come, 

Tab. Pim, I _ abide theſe doings ; ; are you 
mad ? There come no prophane Fidlers here. 


Cut. Be peaceable, gentle Tabitha; they will not 
bring the Organs with them hither ; I ſay be peaceable, 
and conform to Revelations; It was the Viſion bid me 


do this; wilt thou refiſt the Viſion ? 


Tab. An' theſe be your Viſions! Little did I think 1 


_ wuſſe—© what ſhall I do? Is this your Converſion ? 
Which of all the Prophets wore ſuch a Map without 


Mother! What ſhall I do? I'm undone. 


Cut. What ſhalt thou do? Why, thou Lance, 


and fing, ard drink, and be merry ; thou ſhalt go with 
thy Hair curl'd, and thy Breaſts open; thou ſhalt wear 
ſine black Stars upon thy Face, and Bobs in thy Ears 
digger than bouncing Pears; nay, i thou doſt begin to 


look ruſtily Fil ha' thee paint thy ſelf, Ike the 
' Whore of Bas lon. 


Tab. Oh! Get over | was born to ſee this Day 
Cut. What, doſt thou weep, Queen Dido If Loew 


ſhalt ha* Sack to drive away thy Sorrows ; the 
Bottle. Boy; I'll be a loving Husband, the iſi 
muſt be obey d: Sing, Tabitha; Weep o thy Wed- 
ding Day! Tis ominous. 

Come to my Bed, my Dear, Ge. 

Oh, art thou come, Boy ? Fill a Brimmer, nay fuller 
yet, yet a little fuller! Here, Lady Spouſe, here's to 
our Sport at Night. 


Tab. Drink it your ſelf, an' you will; I'll not touch 


| it, not I. | 
Cut. By this Hand thou ſhalt pledge me, ſeeing the 


Viſion ad ſo: drink, or I'll take a Coach, and carry 


thee to the Opera immediately. 
Tab. O Lord, Ican "abide i it, b 


their Ears, or ſuch a Sheet about their Necks? Oh, wy : 
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ä Cut. Why, this will chear thy Heart; Sack, and a 

ö Huſband? Both comfortable Things. Have at you again, | 

E- Tas. I'll pledge you no more, not. 

F Cut. Here 2 the Glaſs, and take it off —off every | 

| Drop, or I'll ſwear a hundred Oaths in a breathing time. 

Be. Tab. Well! you're the ſtrangeſt Man [ Drinks. 

Cut. Why, this is right; nay, off with't; ſo but 

' the Viſion ſaid, that if we left our Drink behind us, we 

| ſhould be hang'd. as many other honeſt Men ha' been 

_ only by a little Neg'igence inthe like caſe: Here's to you, 

Tabitha, once again; we mult fulfil the Viſion to a Title. 

Tab. What, mult I drink aga'n? well! you are ſuck 

| another Brother —- Huſband. 

Cut. Bravely done, Tabitha ! Now thou obey f the 

Viſion, thou wilt ha” Revelations preſently. 
Tab. Oh! Lord! my Head's giddy—Nay, Brother, 

; Huſband, the Boy's taking away tne Bottle, and there's 

- another Glaſs or two in it (till. 

; Cut. O villainous Boy ! Fill out, you Baſtard, and 
ſqueeze out the laſt Drop. 
Tab. I'll drink to you now, my Dear, tis not hand- 

' ſome for you to begin always [ Drinks. 

j Come to my Bed, my Dear, and how walt ; ? Twas a 
pretty Song, methoughts. 
Cut. O Divine Tabitba! Here come the F idlers too, 

ſttike up ye Rogues. 

| Tab. What, mult we dance too ? Is that PUR Faſhion ? 
| 
| 


Is could ha' danc'd the Curranto when I was a Girl, the 
„ Curranto's a curious Dance. | 
| Cut. We'll out-dance the dancing Diſeaſe ; but, Ta- 


bitha, there's one poor Health left fil to be 4 wich 


Muſick. | 
Tab. Let me begin't : Here, Duck, here's to all that 
love us. | [ Drinks. 


HE A Health, ye Eternal Scraper, ſound a He.lth; 
| rarely done, Tabitha ; what think'it *. now o thy 
Mother ? 
| Tab. A Fig for my Mother; I'll be a Mother my 
ſelf ſhortly : , Sole Duckling, ſhall we go home? 
Cut. Go home ? The Bridegroom and his Spouſe go 
home? No, we'll dance home; afore us, Squeakers, 
that * and be — , you Sempiternal Rakers. O 
q bare 


—— 4 2 — +” 
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brave Queen Tabitha ! Excellent Empreſs Tabitha! On 
ye Rogues.  [Excunt. 


SCENE VII. 
Enter Jolly, Worm, and Puny. 
Mor. But where's my what d'ye call her, Brother? 
Jol What, Sir? 


War. [Reads.)] My Daughter Lucia, a pretty fair- 
complexion'd Girl, with a black Eye, a round Chin, a 
lietle 
my Daugiter— Brother. 


5 3 ? 
Enter * | 


: Serv. Ho! my old Maſter ! my old Maſter 8 come, 
he's lighted juſt now at the Door with his Man 7; 


he's aſking for you, he longs to ſee you; my Maſter, 
my old Maſter! 


Foll. This Fellow's mad. 


Serv. If you won't believe me, go bor in and ſee, 


Sir; he's not ſo much alter'd, you'll quickly know 
him, I knew him before he was lighted; pray go in, 
A... 


mill, which was brought by a Ship that came from Bar- 
bary; but that he ſhould be ſplit in two after his Death, 


what's the matte. [Excust Jolly, and Servant. 
Pun. I begin to ſhake like a Plum-tree Leaf. 
Wor. 'Tis a meer Plot o' the Devil's to have us bea- 
ten, if he ſend him in juſt at this Nick. 


SCENE VIII. | 
Enter Ralph (as John) and la or three Servants. 
1 Serv. An Rogue, art thou come at laſt? | 


2 Serv. Wy, you'll not look upon your eld Friends! 
| Give me your Golls, John. 


Kal. Thank ye all heartily for your Love; thank 


does lictle _y do? 
3 Serv. 


dimp ed, and a Mole upon I would fain ſee 


Fall. Why, you ſhall, Sir, preſently, ſhe” s very 
well: What Noiſe is this ? How now ? What's the 


ne 12 


Foll. Why, this i is ſtrange There was indeed ſome 
Weeks ſince a Report at the Exchange that he was alive 


and live again in both, is wonderful to me. [I'll go ſee 


— ou with all my Heart; my old Bed. fellow, Robin, and 
* ; 
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3 Serv. A murrain take you, you'll ne'er leave your 
Wiggery. 
— "_ A mania take ye all, I ſhall be paid the Por- 
tion here with a Witneſs. 
Rall. And how does Ralph? good honeſt Ra/ph, chere 
is not an honeſter F "ons in Chriſtendom, tho I ſayt 
my ſelf, that ſhould not ſay t. | 
2 Serv. Ha, ha, ha! Why Ralph, the Rogue e's well 
ſtill; come, let's go to him into the — he'll be 


7 over joy'd to ſee thee, and give us a Cup o' the beſt 
= there. 


Fal. Well ſaid; Steel to the Back ſtill, Robin ; that 
was your Word, you know: My Maſter” 5 1 in! 
Go, go, I'll follow you. 
1 Serv. Make haſte, good Jobn. 


Ral. Here's a Company of as honeſt F 300 ; 
l'm glad I'm come among em again. 


Wir. And would I were got out from em, as honeſt: 
as they are; that Robin has a thraſhing Hand. 


Pun. Tobs, with a Pox to him would 1 were bi 
like a Maggot in a Peſcod. 


SCENE IX. 
Enter Jolly, and William. | 
all, Methinks you're not return'd, but born to us. 


_ anew: 
paſs's' 


Mill. Thank you, good Brother ; truly we ha 
through many Dangers; my Man ** ſhall tell you all, 
I'm old and crazy. 


Enter ** EO 
i Serv. Sir, the Widow- (my Miſtreſs 1 ſhould ſay) 
1s coming in here with Mr. Knock- down, and four or 
five more. 

Joll. Ods my Life! This Farce is neither of Doe- 
trine, nor Uſe to them! Keep em here, John, dll I 
come back. _ (Exit Jolly. 
Wir. I'm glad the Colonel's gone; now will 1 ſneak. 

—_ as if I had ftoPn a: Silver | 
ill. Who are thoſe, Taba? By your Leave, Sir, . 
would you ſpeak to any body here? 

Wir The Colonel, Sir; but I'll take ſome other 
| Time to wait upon him, my Occaſions call me now. 
| F. 2. Will. - 
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Will. Pray ſtay, Sir, who did you ſay you would ha' 
ſpcken with ? 


Mor. The Colonel, Sir; but another Time wil 
| ſerve; he has Buſineſs now. 
oil Whom would he * with, Jae? 1 forget 
Niall. The Colonel, Sir. 

Vill. Colonel! W hat Colonel ? 


Wor. Your Brother, I ſuppoſe he is, sir; but ano- . 


ther Time 


Will. Tis true indeed; I had forgot, i' faith, my 


Brother was a Colonel; I cry your Mercy, Sir, he'll 


de here preſently. Ye ſeem to be Foreigners by your 
Habits, Gentlemen. 


Wir. No, Sir, we are Engli men, 


Will. Engliſhmen? Law you there ' would you | 


| ha' ſroke with me, Sir? 


Mer. No, Sir, your Brother; but my Buſineſs re- 


quires no hafte, and ap co 


Willi. You're not in hafte, you ſay; pray, Sir, t k 


down then; may I crave your Name, Sr? 
Wor. My Name's not worth the knowing, Sir. 
Vill. This Gentleman? | 
Wir. Tis my Man, Sir, his Name's Fobn. 
Punx. T'ilbe Jobs no more, not I, I'll be Jackanapes 
— Fo my Name's Timothy, Sir. 


55 ]. Mr. J. Timothy, very well, Sir; ye ſeem 
Bice Lg 


Wor. We are juſt now, as you ſee, arriv'd out of 


Hfrich, Sir, and therefore have ſome Buſineſs that re- 
ire 


Will. Of Afvick ? Law you there now ; what Coun- 
try, pray? 


Wer. Prefler John 10 ountry ; fare ye well, Sir, you | 


| the preſent, I muſt be excus'd. 


Will. Marry God forbid ; what, come from Prefler- = 


7ohn, and we not drink a Cup o' Sack together ? 
Wor. What ſhall I do? Friend, ſhall | trouble you to 


ſhew me a private Place? 1711 wait upon you preſently 


1 Sir. 
Hill. You'il fray here, Maſter: — 


Pun. 


Goo. oe: 


.. „ 207 . a 
— 
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Pas. I'll only make a little Maid's Water, 8. r, and 


| come back to you immediately. 


| Ral. The Door's lock d, Sir, the Colonel has lock d 
us in here Why do you ſhake, Sir? 


Pu. Nothing Only I have extream liſt to make 


Water 
Here's the Colonel, I'll ſneak behind the Hangiogs. 


SCENE X. 
Enter Jolly, and Widow. 


J We'll leave thoſe Gentlemen within a while up? 
on the Point of Reprobation ; but, Sweet- Heart, I ha- 
two 33 here, newiy arriv'd, which you muſt be 


| F M Marry, Heav' n fore ſhield! notthe Merchant, 


I hope? 
Foll. No, Brethren in Love, only — 


How do ye Brother? 


War. I your Brother ; what d' ye mean? 

Fell. Why, art not thou my Brother Folly, that was 
taken Priſoner by the Southern Tartarr ?, 

Wor. I Brother, I by Tartars? 


Fell. What an impudent Slave is this? Sirrah, Mon- - 


ſter, didſt thou not come with thy Man John 2 


War. I, my Man Jobs? Here's no ack Pecſon 


| here; you ſee you re miſtaken. 


Fall. Sirrah, .1'll ſtrike thee dead... 
Wer. Hold, hold, Sir, I do remember now [ was - 
the Merchant Folly, but when you aſk'd me, I had 
quite forgot it; alas, I'm very craſie. : 

Foll. That's not amiſs ; but fince thou art not he: I 


muſt know who thou art. 


Wor. Why, don't you know me? I'm Captain ö 


Worm, and Puny was my Man John. 


Fell. Where's that Fool Pray? Is he ſlipt away? | 
2 Yes, and no Fool for't neither, for ought 1 

w yet. 

E Why, we hit upon this Frolick, Colonel, only 
for a kind o Maſk. (d'ye conceive me, Colonel ?) to 


celebrate your Nuptials; Mr. Puny had a Mind to re- 
concile himſelf with n © Drollery, 
3 


. and * 
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and ſo had I too, tho” I hope you were not in earneſt 
with me. 

Foll. Oh! Is that all? Well ſaid Will, bravely done 
Will, ifaith; I told thee, Vill, what "twas to have 
acted a Bear; and Ralph was an excellent John too. 


Wor. How's this? Then I'm an Aſs again; this 
damn'd Puny's Fearfulneſs ſpoil'd all. | 


Pun. This curſed Coward Worm ! I thought they 


were not the right ones. 


Zo/l. Kere's ſomething for you to drink; go look 


to Su per. this is your Cue of Exit. 
. [ Exit Will and Ralph. 


Via. What need you, Love, ha given em — 


ching? in truth, Love, you're too laviſh. 
War. "Twas vii put off o me however. 
fa SCENE KI. 
Enter dan and Tabitha, with Fidlers. 
_Foll. Here are more Maſkers too, I think; this Maſk- 


: wg is a Heav'nly Entertainment for the Widow, who 
ne er ſaw any Shew yet. but the Puppet-play o' Ninive. 


Car. Stay without, Scrapers. 
Tab. Oh Lord, I'm as weary with danc ng as paſles ; 


Huſband, Huſband, yonder's my Mother. O Mother, 


what do you think I ha' been doing to Day? 

Wit. Why, what, Child? No hurt, I hope. 

Tab. Nay, nothing, I have only been marry d alittle, 
and my Huſband Abeanrego and I have ſo danc'd it ſince. 

Cut. Brave Tatlitha ſtill ; never be angry, Mother, 
you know where Ma riages are made; your Daughter's 
« d your own were m.de in the lame Pace, * warrant 
* 4 they're ſo like. | 
Mid. Well, his Will be dne There's no 

reſting Providence. But how, Son Abedrego, come 

you into that roaring Habit of Perdition? 

Cut. Mother, I was commanded by the Viſion, chere 
3: ſome grea: End for it of Edikeation, which 28 ſha'l. 
kaow by tae Sequel. 


Co SCENE X1T. 


 F.trr Truman Senior, Truman Junior, Lucia r 


Vun. ſen: Come, Dc, bring in your Wife to your 
ether Fache r, and alk him Bleſſing handſomely ;. Wel- 
| come 


e 4 11 * _ _ 
* 
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come, dear Daughter ; off with your Veil; 
[ Lucia anveili. 


Heav'n bleſs you both. 


Joll. Ha! what's this? more Mafkiag ? Why how 


now, Mr. Truman ? You ha' not marry'd my Neice, 
I hope, inſtead o my Daughter? 
Trans | 


jun. I only did, Sir, as I was appoi: itzd, ard 


am amaz'd as much as you. 


. Trum. ſen. Villain, Rebel, Traitor, out 0” my Sight, 


you Son of a 


Foll. Nay, hold him; Patience, good Mr T; 2 
let's underſtand the Matter a little —— 


Trum ſen. I wo'not underſtand, no that I wo not, 3 
wo' not underſtand a Word, whilſt he and his W hore are 
in my Sight, 


Foll Nay, good Sir 


| Why, What Neice? Two Hurbands i in one — | 


That's too much o' Conſcience, | 

Luc. Two, Sir? I know of none but this, 

And how I came by him too, that I know not. 
Foll. This is Riddle me, Riddle me Where”: s my 


| Daughter? Ho! Aurelia. 


8 CEN E XIII. 
Enter Aurelia. 


Aur. Here, Sir, I was juſt coming in. 
Jul. Ha' not you marry'd young Truman ? 
Fer. No, Sir. 

_ Fell. Why, who then has he marry'd? | 
Aur, Nay that, Sir, he may anſwer for himſelf, if he 


| de of Age to marry. 


Foll. But did not you promiſe me you'd marry him 
= Afternoon ? and 2⁰ to Church with him preſently to 
ot. 
Aur. But, Sir, my Husband forbad the Panes. 
Foll. They're all mad: Your Huzband? 
Aur. Ay, Sir; the Truth o' the Matter, Sir, is this, 


| (for it muſt out I ſee) twas I that was marry'd this Af- 
| ternoon in the Matted Chamber to Mr. Fun, inſtead of 


w Couſin Lucia. a K 

oll. Stranger an ſtranger! What, an he not 

know't?. 1 
Arr.. 
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. Fur. No, nor the Parſon, Sir, himſelf. 


Foll. Hey day 
Aur. "Twas done in the Dark, Sir, and 1 veil'd like- 
my Coufin ; twas a very clandeſtine Marriage, I con- W 
feſs, but there are ſufficient Proofs of it; and for one, T! 


berre's half the Piece of Gold he broke with me, which 1 
he'll know when he ſees. 1 
Pun. O rare, by Hymen I'm glad o' the Change; tis e 
|  @ pretty Sorcereſs, by my troth ; Vit to Vit, quoth the 
Devil to the Lawyer; ; I'll out among em Nel 


e 
has ſaved me a beating too, which perhaps is all ber- Th 
Portion. 5 Es 

Jul You turn my Head, you dizzy me; but wow'dſt 1 


thou marry him without cirher knowing my Mind, or 
fo much as his? | 


1 
Aur. His, Sir? He gave me five hundred Pieces of ' 
1 

1 


Gold to make the Match; look, they are here till, Sir. 

Joll. Thou haſt loſt thy Senſes, Wench, and wilt 
make me do ſo too. | * 
Aur. Briefly the Truth is this, Sir; he gave me theſe 
five hundred Pieces to marry him by a Trick to my Cou- 

ſin Lucia, and by another ['rick I took the Money and 

marry'd him my "ſelf the Manner, Sir, you ſhall know 

anon at leiſure, only your Pardon, Sir, for the Omiſſion 

of my Duty to you, I beg upon my Knees. : 
Pull. Nay, Wench, there's no hurt done; fiſteen \ 

hundred Pounds a Year is no ill Match for the Daughter | g 

of a ſequeſter d Cavalier ——— | 
Fur. I thought ſo, Sir. 

Fall. If we could but cure him of ſome ſottiſh Af- 

ſections, but that muſt be thy Taſk. 

Au. My Life on't, Sir. | | 
Pan. T'll out; Uncle Father your Blefing—ny lit- 

tle Matchiavil, 1 knew well enough 'twas you ; 

did you think I knew not Croſs from Pile ? | 

Aur. Did you i'faith? 


ol. Ay, by this Kiſs of Amber-greaſe, or Tn 


Aur. Why then, you outwitted me, and I'm content. 
Pun. A Pox upon you Merchant Toll, are ou there? 


Fell. But ſtay, how came you, Neice, to be marry d | 
to Mr. Truman ? A | 
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Luc. I know not, Sir, as I was walking in the Gar- 


den 
Trum jun. I thought't had been——but bleſe'd be the. | 


Miſtake, 
Whatever prove the Conſequence to all 
The leſs important Fortunes of my Life. 
Pull. Nay, there's no hurt done here neither 
Trum. ſen. No hurt, Colonel? I'll ſee him hang d at 
my Door before he ſha'l have a beggarly — 
Joll. Hark you, Mr. Truman, [Talk afide. 
one Word aſide (for it is not neceſſary yet my Wife ſnould 
know ſo much) 
Aur. This fooliſh Jane (as I perceive by the Story) 
has loſt a Huſband by ſtaying for a black Patch. 
Joll. Tho' I in Rigour by my Brother's Will might 
claim the Forfeiture of her Eſtate, yet I aſſure you ſhe 


_ ſhall have it all to the utmoſt Farthing; in a Day ike 


this, when Heaven beftows on me, and on my Daugh- 
ter, ſo unexpected, and ſo fair a Fortune, it were an ill 
Return to rob an Orphan committed to my Charge. 

Aur. My Father's in the Right. 
And as he clears her Fortune, fo will I her Honour. 
Hark you, Sir. 

Trum. ſen. Why you ſpeak, Sir, like a virtuous, no- 
ble Gentleman, and dojut as I ſhould do my ſelf in the 
ſame Caſe; it is 

Aur. [To Trum. jun] Tuns L upon my Credit, in 

a Veil; I'll tell, 5 you pleaſe, all that you ſaid, when 
you had read the Letter. Sos d' you hear, Mr. — 
do not you believe now, that I had a Defizn to lye with 
you, if you had conſen:ed to my coming at Midnight, 
for upon my Faith I had not, but did it purely to try 
upon what Terms your two Romantick Loves ſtood. 
Cat. Ha, ha, ha! But your FCN was not right me- 


thinks at the End. 

Pun, Why, how, pray? | 
Cut. Why there ſhould ha' been a Beating, a luſty 
| Cudgeling to make it come off ſmart y, with a Twang 
at the Tal. 

Por. Say you ſo? H'as as got a Set of damnable braw- 
Dy Serving men. = PE 
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Cut. At leaſt 
Wor. A 

behind hs : Hangings ; 

Trum. jun Lacia, how ſhall I bex thy Pardon 

For my unjuſt Suſpicions of thy Virtue ? 

Can you forgive a very Repentant Sinner? 

Will a whole Life of Penitence abſolve me ? 

rum. ſen. Tis enough, good noble Colonel, I'm 
| gan d. Come, Dick, I ſee twas Heaven's Wil), and 
ſhe's a very worthy virtuous Gentlewoman ; I'm old 


— teſty, but tis quickly over; my Bleſſing upon you 


Cut. Why lo, all's well of all Sides then ; let me 


ſee, here's a brave Coupling-Day, only Warm muſt 
lead a Monkiſh Life on t. PW Ren 


Aur. I'll have a Wife for him too, if you will, fine 


Mrs. Jane within; I'll undertake for her, I ha” ſether 


agog to Day for u Huſband. [Alde. 


the firſt Comer has her fure. 
Wer. Ay, but what Portion has me, Mrs. Pan? 


For we Captains o the King's Side ha” no need 0 Wives 
with nothing. 


Are. Why Lozenges, and Half Moons, and a Pair of * 


Silver-lac'd Shoes; but that Trope's loft to you; w 
we'll ſee among us what may be done for her. 


Fell.. Come, let's go in to Supper; there never was 


ſoch a Day of Intrigues us this in one Family. If my 
true Brother had come in at laſt too, aſter his being five 
Vears dead, \would ha been a very Play. 


 [Exennt. 
. 


. 
I EI 


bn Pudding here ſhould ha' been buſted. | 
apon him, he far d himſelf like Rat | 


E EPILOGUE, 


— 


' 


Fr Jin by Vifion now to ſee 


E P 1 L 0 G U . 
Spoken by CUTTER. 


E THINKS 4 Vigen bids me Silence n 
[Without his Peruke. | 
And ſome Wards to this Congregatian Heal; | 


great and 833 did meet 


4 85 Fifth Monarch' Court in Coleman: Street. 
11 yet I wonder much, not to efpy a 


Brother in all this Carr, call4 Zephaniah. 5 
Bliſs me ! Where are we? What may this Place be ? 


That this is a meer Theatre ; well then, 
Fe bee en fo, PII Cutter be again. 


Net Cutter the pretended Cavalier, 
For to confeſs ingenuouſly here 
To you, who always of that Party were, 


T1 never was of any ; up and down 
1rall'd, a very Rake=hell of this Town. 


\ But now my Follies and my Faults are a -Y 
* My Fortune, and my Mind, are bath amended, 

And if we 'may believe one who has Fail 4 before, 

Our Author ſays He'll mend, that i is, Hel write no more. 


* * Peruke. 


EPILOGUE, 


EP IL 0 G oy uy 


AT 


. Oo U R Ta 


HE Madneſs of your Pack, and the Rage, 
Toa ve ſeen too long upen the Publick Hage; 


| "Tis time at laſt (Great Sir) tis time to ſee 
Their Trogick Follies brought to Comedy, 
If any blame the Liwmſs 0 7 our Scene, | 
V. bumbly think ſome Perſons there have been 4 
On the Wurld's Theatre not long ago, * 
Much more too High, than here they are too be 1 
Au ell we know, that Comedy of old, . 


Did her Plebeian Rank with ſo much — hold, 
| That it appear'd not then too Baſe, or Light, 
Far the great? 's conqu'ring Hand to aurite. 
Heu er, if ſuch mean Per ſons ſeem too rude, 
When into Royal Preſence they intrude, 
Yet wugall hope a Pardon to receive 
Fron you, a Prince ſo prattis'd to forgive; 
A Prince, who with ib Applauſe of Earth and thever | 
The Rudeneſs f the Vi — Bas forgiven. 1 


. 


e 


r INI S. 


